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The Right Hacer 
THE 


MARCHEION ESig 


TAVISTOCK:-!. 


M'AD 4 My - 
TH E cſtcenh that theſe 
Poems Hive- already 
found amongſtiill virtuous 
Petſofss,” into whofe Hands 
they” hive come," wilt” (2 
A 2 01; hope 


hope) be a ſufficient A 
ogy for myAddrefſing thi 
enlarg'd Edition to Your 
Honour's Acceptancc, / 


The Products of Religious 
Wit(inour degenerate Age) 
are expos'd to the ſharpeſt 
Blaſts of Envy. 


Theſc are all of that Sort, 
and the Plantation bcing 
now cncreasd, Your Ho- 
nours Favour, (like a Morn- 
ing Beam) may cheriſh their 
Growth,and promoteſo uſc- 
ful a Dcſign. 


I was 


Iwas Ambitious (I muſt 
confeſs) ' of being the firſt 
that made Your Honour a 
Preſent from the Muſes Czar. 
den ; and judg'd' no Fruits 
ſo acceptableas thoſe which 
Savour'd of Picty, and re- 
tain'd the Fragancy of Pa- 
radi/e. 


Wherefore having hum- 
bly brought my Offering,I 
{hall retire without the.uſu- 
al Ceremony of a Dedicator, 
| or making that Harrangue 
[. _=_ Your carly Accom- 
| pliſhments,whichthewarld 

may 


may expect from Mc, upon 
fo air  Opponuny, 


iCecans; Your own. en- 
creaſing Luftre makes it ſelf 
ſo Conſpicuous, as to. pre- 
vent-all that a Poet or Ora- 
tony can ſay : TI ſhall there- 
fore content my felt with 
only Congratulating Your | 
Honours Happineſs, upon 
account of your worthy 
Relations, your Pious E- | 
ducation, and extraordinary 
Endowments of Perſon and 
Mind, and, (what is a pub- 
lick BlefIing,) Your auſpici- 
ous 


-ous'Nuptials to a Darling 


of our-Nation, upon whem 
ſhe has fix'd her Eyes, ;and 
whoſe very Youth ' gives 
more than Promiſes. of ſup- 
porting the Honour and 
Virtues of his Illuftrious 
Family. 


"Tis the Satisfaction of all 
good People, That he is to 
{ct. forth into the World, 
not only ina Reign of Peace, 
but in a Seaſon when Worth 
and Piety may be Eminent 
without Danger. 


That 


That you may both be 
enrich'd with all Felicitics 
of the Preſent and Future 
Life is the Wiſh and Expec- | 
tation of all Admirers of 
cxalted Merit ; and amongſt 
them the carneſt Prayer of 


— 


Madam, 
Tour HONOURS 
Moft humble and 


Obedient Servant. 


N. Tate. 


PRE- 
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PREEAC 
Bike R IF "k 
buy Ayony{\h KO) 


Subjeits nldifhe | 
\fonr-. wh. Yave » Yn fe 
Kirtue ;\ants She. besfer pro- 
ili NedweK,. \" \. 0 6 Wi 
Ar That. __— \Mora- 
ley are rapable-of all\the\ Eth- 
oy has been 
ed by: ahi: Po * 
fulD> Apes. _ 


Ts there the __ breath 
thei err _— Fab 7 Ws w 
their Frrodgp 
nity ; * FS fee pot orcas 
come, to recover Strength po 
'Beanty, $0 appear like\T| 

| '® ſelves; ima Drofo.that.s is joe 
'ble to:therr. Quality] 11015 

* Thoſe \urs.. '6n{yito be" d0COUH- 
od legitimate --Off ſpring: - Y 
Wit, "which\ are'. uſeful: t0-t 
World, or, at leaſt. Inoffenfioe 
-Feor ' [1 iebs Births dphich ' the | 
-Muſe 'that\conceiyfd themccan. | 
nor look pow with SatisfaGtion, 
ſhould bivetcluded.\the: Favonr 
"and CPI of WIER ym 

ui 
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os tuna: Menſa, New nec dents 
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w. © 
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Pe ' TT EOgp ir n0 Talk 
or Ti po Hex capable of be, 
in rhe" tg Mankind, z 
Fol of Pottry. But. y 
the Mis ortune 0 that FENerDUS 
Y ol to e over-run put Ps 
gle Weeds, and _ thin "k 
vc Wholfeme Plants. Oth er- 
vile, T bad not. infer ted in this 
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Colleffion any of my own EF 
[a F, pF $f) I TE 
be from other Hands to 

All of *em, ehoiceſt i in their Nin : 


| However, they had $2 gefrralb, 
Il | the private '4 pro _ and 
|| able fog S% ome 0 rh Care 


Sanition in t e 
F249, 8 4100 vp the Names 
of their Autbors : [uth. as r 


J 


ur A, bd , 
T7 E Te On 
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'H 
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"Fn Ja Yout's ' Peſ , "tis 
by t Ing ent poo 
ply 's #/ wy F reighe, an 
its What © they think. "te. 
feftive * Mm” thi rf gn 


thre.” | Py YM 7 


pap il Minds mill have 
their Di erſjons, ' where: Poe- 
try - \tomes in for no ſmall 
Share. "Tis therefore a Pub- 
lick” "Sopvite to tarmſh them 
with ſuch as may be inſtrufroe, 
and entertain their Fancy, 
without viciating their Mo- 
rals. ' For which" Reaſon the 
Encouraging a Book of this 


Nas 


of all Pa: 
ers, © 


Ghildren and alale \ s. have 
ay; Reli- 


Herbert, a 


A Verfe may take hini who' a Sermo# 
-'} _ {, flies, | | 
And turn Delight. into a Sebrifice: 


A 


\xd/ Ker bas fu | Allure: 
ments, fe doubt ef exert 
themſelves mait bappily on Di- 
vine and Moral Subjetts, which 
autuy ally excite : all the innocent 
Paſſions of our Minds. Nothing 
furniſhes the Fancy with more 
charming Ideas and lmagry. 
No other Topicks or Occaſions 
uggef ſuch exalted Notions 
and Sentiments; nor #© any 
Thing capable of nobler Ex. 
ra” Jþ Which, (CT think) 
art” all the Requifites a Poet 
. Can defire. He will certainly 
fnd the Holy Scriptures hi 
beſt Magazine, of which Wri- 
tings 


One fey: Has \bruly 


| oy rout 
ad The toſh"ge- 
ke "Plans GÞPayy 
Mt & World; "or the- Belk 
Materials Jor | Ie" \ \> <HIO ts 1 
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To Mr. Tate, 


J | On his Publiſhing theſe Poems on 
z Divine and Moral Subjefts, 


{ SI R, 
\ Ong maythe Laurel flouriſh on your Brow, 
\ ſince Yon ſo well a Lawreat's Duty know ; 


For Virtue's Reſcue daring to engags 
Againſt the Tyrant-Vices of the Age. 

That Reformation with Your Pen purſue, 

| For which bis Sword your Royal Maſter drew. 
0 

j 


Such Service ſeems to.claim the gen'ral Vaice, 
Aad juſtify your Patron Dorſer's Choice, 

{it his, and Phebus pow'rful Names proceed, 
Till You the Muſes Land have nobly freed, 


| As e/X/culapius, by the Cures he wrought, 

Apollo's genuine Son was juſtly thoughts 

; So let the ſame Credentials plead for Yow, 

And (ſpight of Envy) prove yowr Miflion m_ 
a ar 


Far-a»lewd Wit her Empire does extend, 
Do You your healing Miſcellanies ſend : 
Nouriſh the ſagred;Warmth that did inſpire 
Your Muſe to fouch'the Royal Prophet's Lyre:; 
Whom kindly Jv. and 30wr Collegue reftore, 
From that forlorn Diſguiſe {o long he wore. 
A Garb not form'd for Decency byr Sporr, 
As when he Madnels feign'd at Ach;ſh:Court. 
Grave and Majeſtick is the Dreſs You bring, 
Suiting at once the Prophet and the King. 
Hence; Britais's David(with likeYValour Crown'd, 
And, next to Him, tor Piety renown'd,) 

By Royal Sanction has vouchſaf'd to own 
"The Right you have to Zudab's Monarch done: 
A Gen'rous Service, and approv'd by All, 
; But fuch as join with Shimes, and with Saul, 


F. Ovington, 


Upon 


| 
; 
| 
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/ 


a | 
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, 
4 


Upon the Done, Corrrupred State 
TIET. 


Hen heaven did firſt Poeritk' Gifts diſpenſe, 
AndMuſes only were infpir'd from thence; 
Prieſts then were Poets, Poets then were Kings, 
Employ'd in only great and Heav'nly things. 
Their pions Hearts indited to their Tongue, 
They liv'd like Angels, and like Angels ſung. 
Bur when to Virtuous Life they bid Adien!, 
With Innocence they loſt their Eden too * 
Ficnds,Goblins,Satyrs,did thoſe Seats frequent, 
Where Angels on bleſt Erragds had been fent: 
Thus Poetry, when once from Heaven ſhe fell, 
Set up for Miſchief,and join'd leagae with Hell, 
Since when the $yren did her Charms employ, 
To ſooth the liſt ning Crow'd, and plteaſmgly 
deſtroy, 
As ſhameleſs Murmntebanks can ruin more, 
Than all the Sons of Phebus can reſto;e, 


4 2 Io 


#% (hg. but. Quaeks in Wis 
Ed FRF BY law Form 1] ſit;) 
While Sordidly the Wretches can comply 
A vicious Ages T aſte to gratify, 

With luſcious Bane can draw the fenlcleb | 

_ Fey, 3 
So ealy; 'tis. with Poyſon'd Sweets to Kill: 

But bitter wholſome Med'cines eo inſtill, 

And reſcue Men: fxom Death againſt their 

Will; 

This js. a Task as noble as 'tis hard ; 

'Tis preſent Service for remote Reward. 

Chalſt Poers now, like Prophets muſt expe&t 

Spight from Ill Men,and from theBeſt,Negle&; 

Yet ſhall their Laurels flouriſh in the Shade, 

While thoſe that have the Sun's warm Beams 
ſhall fade, 


- 


Ont of. HOR# ACE Exif 
, bh... 1. Epift. 18. 
Quid ſentire putas; quod credis Amice precari? &. 


— _ 
«th, 


By Mr. & Wright, 


O——— 


hat do T wiſh? Nomare than ED I have, 

The fame Eftate,and Quiet to theGrave: 
That no ſucceeding Hour the Fates allow * 
MyLite'sRemains,may ſee me worſe than now. 
Plenty of Books; Proviſion for the Year; 
A ſettled Mind, unfwaid by Hope or Fear. 
Lite and Eſtate, are all I can invent 
To ask of Heaven ; Ill give my felf Contenr:; 


EPITAPHo arINEANT. 


—_—— 


By the ſame Hand. 


— 
DD — —— —  —_ _—___ 


Eneath this Monument i is laid, 
The Promiſe of a ſpotleſs Maid. 
A Virgin Mircour, clear and pure ; 
Too fine, too brittle to endure. 


Nine Months compleat, her Age did count ; 
The Upites, can no. higher mount. + 

But let none think that number ſmall, 

Or her quick Death untimely Call : 

For never any who died Pute 

And Innocent, died Immature. 

Reader, refle& ; and learn from hence, 
Nat length of Days, but Innocence 
Makes Life compleat;z and aſter this 

On Earth, Immortal Life in Bliſs. 

See how the weeping Marble Vies 

Tears, with her mournful Parent's Eyes, 
But why theſe Tears ? Why all this Griet; 
As for a loſs beyond Releif ? 

Can She be counted loft, who does remain 
In the Lamb's glorious and eterna! Train * 


Verſes 


= -/ 


Verſes for a Monument of Twin-Tnfants1 
whereof, the laſt born ay d firit, The De- 
vice thus; the Elder points to @ lighted 
Taper, the Tounger to « Death's-Head. 


The Younger is ſuppoſed to ſpeak, 


By Ar. Tate. 


-- D— 


Ife's Taper thou preſent's to Me, 
Death's Emblem I preſent to Thee. 
I grant the firſt kind office Thine ; 
But fure the nobler Gift was Mine. 
By Life we gain'd but Mortal Breath : 
But gain Immortal Lite by Death. 


| — 


The three firſt Verſes of the 23dq 
Pllm, PARAPHRASD. 


By the [ame Hand. 


Ince God, who reigns without Control 
In Earth below, and Heaven above ; 
Vouchſafes, with condeſcending Love, 
To be the Shepheard of my Soul ; 


Since 


Since: he to ſuccour me is always near, 
No Comfort 1 can want, no Danger fear, 


At Break of Day, to ſpringing Meads | 

His darling Charge he gettly leads ; 

Where, after full Repaſt, I lay 

My Fleecy Sides on Herbs as ſott as they. 

And when, with Noon's encreaſmg Hear, 
I Faint or Thirſty grow ; 

He drives me to ſome cool Retreat, 

And where, to make my Bliſs compleat, 
Ecernal Fountains flow. 


And when I chance to go a Stray, 
Till I have loſt my Way ; 
In a wide Defare of Deſpair, 
Expos'd to Thouſand Harms; 
My Shepheard condelcends to ſeek ne there, 
And bear me Home in his indulgent Arms, 
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* SUBJECTS. 
Wa A MAYS ging 4) 
NOISE 1x1 
A Morning HYMN, by Dr. Fuller, for- 
SUS AY of Lutola, 


; Ntol 30m, 41 1611 360 i 


Tr: wakeſpl Shepherd that 6ſt (exp, 


hy Goqpeks {rom the Bed 
; 9 The dE ag earthy" iT" 
As ary Bet Morathg Sierifide;\ 
Like gracefubSheewfe riray'it Riſe, 
And'taifſe the; whll ir; From theta of fin. 
And do E4ivemniher day tovigar!) | 


AG 4 


O-'Ner me: wickiltlic Day, my Thanks raven > 
: Ang by its Light, thy righteons Paths perſue. J 
dah - /B.zo. Could 

A . 


(2) 
Could I redeem the Time-I have miſpent 
In ſenſlefs Scenes of ſinful Merrtment j-—— | 


Such -Exgmplary Penit | 
Td praftiſe for each paſt Offence, * 


| | That ev'n the Innocent 
| Should always wiſh themſelves like me, 


TETOMPar A MYYTO 


An iooning H 7 M N By 
Ez. Sumſon. 


| 1 FC wa 
| Nh paſt-«<But can I " K 
| ) ThatT have Lixy'd,not loſt another Day? 
| For Days And Years/"iFipentin vai 
"©in never} ro Life {Suh  Þ 
Til inn to Deb bRGY Acc 
And. muſt be Rechop'd for again. 
"Thou, oetting.,guBe.;;. 
Art-Winteh how I've beep employ, þ 
If Qneyoad Adttian Ehavedabs - 
"Worthy Ugie that [this guy enjoys 6 


"Thou 


C3) 
Thou ſeeſt my conſcious Fears, 
Therifocd) kidd Ptiner, lealy Biining Beakns, 
Before they ſink in Weltern Streams, , 
Set feſt id} my Reptiifing Teors 1 
_.... That when thy Luſtre js withdrawn _ 
From-theſe benighted Eyes, 
To chear my Soul a fairer Dawn 
orgy And brighten Suh þf Righeeouſoebs may Riſe: 
The Sunz whos boly' can ſend forth a Ray,\i 
That makegghe-Marning to-Eternal Day. / - 
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N\ "Fhani Ser-enricht arDiddem: 

A Gant! thac iatars a Voice high, : / 

As Crowns and Empires cannot Buy. 

Yet by the pooreſt Mortal's Breſt 

This matchleſs Treaſtre is poſſeſt, 

A Treaſure not like other Wealth, 

That's liable to Fraud or Stealth ; 

No-Soul of this earn be berefe—- — 

By open Force, or ſecret Theft 3 

Safe in it's Cabinet 'twill ſtay, 

Till by the Owner thrown away. 


— 


—— 


O diſmal Bargain, when for Sin we {ell 


This Gemm ! 'Tis Life jor Death, and Heav'n 
-v- * for Hell. C 


By 


CS'l 
T "By 'Dy. Fuller. 


| fm what is Man, loſt Man, that thou 
ſhou'd'ft be 


So mindful of him, that the Son of God 
Should quit his Glory, his Divine Abode, 
1 To be on Earth a poor Aﬀiaed Man ? 
L The Deity contracted to a Span ! 
And that for me (O wondrous Love) for me ! 
Reveal, ye glorious Spirits, when ye knew 
The way the Son of God took to renew 
Loſt Man, Your vacant Places to ſu pply, 
Bleſt Spirits tell, .. 
Which did Excel, 
Which was more prevalent, 
Your Joy, or your Aſtoniſhment ? ir4 
That for a Worm, a God fhonld Dye! 
Oh ! for a,Quill drawn from your Wing, 
To-write the Praiſes of th' Eternab Live, ' F 
Oh! fora Voice, like'Youts, torfhig © * 6 
That Amhimhere; which ove you fung Abore. 
vill B 3 BY 
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(6) 


By the ſane Haed. 


N the black diſmal Dungeon of Deſpait. 
Pin'd with a Tormeniting Care, 
Wrackt with my Fears, | 
Drewn'd in my Tears, 
With dreadful Expe&ation of my Doom, 
And certain horrid Judgments ſoon to cone, 
Lord, herelT lie, 
Loſt to all hope of Liberty, 
Hence never to remove, 
But by a Miracle of Love, 
'Which I ſearce dare to hope, much leſs exped, 
Being guilty of ſo great, ſ6 long NegleR. 
Fool, that I was, worthy a ſharper Rod, 
To flight thy Courtings, O my God ! 
For thou didſt-Woo, Intreat and Grieve, 
Didſt beg me tobe happy and co Live, 
Bur I would noz, I choſe to dwell 
With Death, toorfar from thee;too near 60 Hell 
But is thera no-Redemption, no Relief? ''< 
Thou ſay'ſh 4 Murder and a Thie£ 
| - f1 Thy 


v# 


Thy Mercy Lord once more advance, 

And give, O give me ſuch a Glance 
As Peter had ; thy ſweet kind Chiding Look 
Will change my Heart, as it did mele that Rock 
Look on me, Feſ#, as thou didſt on him, 
Tis more than to Create, thus to Redeem. 


By the ſame Hand. 


|= bay have I ſtray'd, my God ! where 11 1,2 
I been, 


| Since firſt I wander'd in the maze of Sin ? 
Lord I have been I know not where, 
So intricate Youths Follies are : 

Age hath jts Labyrinths, and Mazes too, 

But neither hath a wiſe returning Clue, 

Thy Look, thy Call to me” 

Shall my far better Ariadne be: © * L 

Hark, I hear my Shepherd callikway, * ? 

5 


. 
. 


And in a kind;complaining Xcceht, fay; - 
Why does my Soul thus fifty J. 
$ | B 4 O 


(8). 
O bleſſed Voice, 
That prompts me to new Choice ! 
And fain, dear Shepherd, would I come, 
But I can find no Track 
To.lead me back; 
And ifI ſtill go on, I am undone ! 
'Tis thou, O Lord, muſt bring me home, 
Or, point me out, at leaſt, the way, 
For ah! poor Souls havethou ſand ways toſtray, 
Yet to return, alas, but One. 


* mm 


HTM N. 
9 ng: that mine Eyes wou'd melt into a 


That I might oe in Tears for Thee, 

As thou gidfſt Swim in Blood to ranſom me. 
Oh ! that this fleſhly Limbeck would begin 
To drop a Tear for every Sin ! © 


See how his Arms are ſpread; 
To entertain Death's welcome Bands ; 


Behold his bowing Head,” 


ay, 


(9) 
His bleeding Hands ! 


His oft repeated Stripes, his wounded Side ! 
Hark how he Groans,remember how he Cry'd ; 
The very Heavens put weeds of Mourning on, 


The folid Rocks in ſunder rent ; 


And yet this Heart, this Stone, could not relent. 
Hard-hearted Man, to weep alone deny'd; 
Hard-hearted Man, for whom alone he Dy'd. 


The Paſſing-Bell. 


—_— 


Ome honeſt Sexton, take thy Spade, 
Andlet my Grave be quickly made : 


Thou ſtill art ready for the Dead, 
Like a kind Hoſt, to make my Bed. 

I now am come to be thy Gueſt, 

Let mein ſome Dark Lodging reſt, 
For I am weary, full of pain, 

And of my Pilgrimage complain. 

On Heavens Decree I waiting lye, 
And all my wiſhes are to dye. 

Hark I hear my Pafling-Bell, 
Farewel, my loying Friends, Farewel ; 


2. Make 


(10). 


Make my cold Bed (good Sexton) deep , 
That my poor Bones may ſafely ſleep ; 
Until that fad and joyful Day, 

When from Above a Voice ſhall ſay, 
Wake all ye Dead, lift up your Eyes, 

The Great Creator bids you Riſe. 

Then do T hope, among the Juſt, 

To ſhake off this Polluted Duſt; 

And with new Robes of Glory dreſf, 
To have acceſs among the Bleſt, 

Hark I hear my Pafling-Bell, 

Farewel my loving Friends, Farewel, 


JOB”: 


(7) 
JOB CURSE. 
By Dr. FEREMY TAYLOR. 


Ex the Night periſh, Curſed be the Morn 
Whergjn 'tyas faid there is 3 Man-Chitd 
rn. 
Let nat the Lard regard that Day, but ſhroud 
t's fatal Glory in ſome ſullen Cloud. 
May the'daik ſhades of an Eternal Night 
Exclude the leaſt king beam of dawning Light, 
2 unknown Babes as in the Womb they lye; 
If it ke mentian'd, gize a' Groan and Dye. 
No ſounds af Joy thereig ſhatt charm the Bar, 
No Sun,ng Moon,no Twilight >tarsa ppear, C 
Bat'd thick Vale of gloomy Darkneſs wer. .) 
hy did I rat, when firſt my Mothers Worms 
Diſcharg'd me . theace, drap down into my 
11; Jomb 5 1 
Then had I been at quiet : and mine Eyes 
Had flept and ſeen no Sorrow ; there the wiſe 
And ſubtil Councillor, the Potentate, 
. No for themſelves buile Palaces of State, 
 YLie buſttin filence z there's no Mid-night Cry 


Causd by Oppreſlive Tyranny N 
« 


(12) 
Of Wicked Rulers ; There the Weary ceaſe 
From Labour,there the Priſoner ſleeps in Peace 


TheRich,the Poor,theMonarch,andtheSlave, - 
Reſt undiſt urb'd, and no Diſtin&ion have 


Within the fllent Chambers of the Grave. \ 


— — @ 


The Words by a Toung Laay. 


Here's no diſturbance in the Heavery 
above, 


And heavenly Souls do nathing elſe but Love ; 
No Anger, no Remorſe, no Diſcontene, 

Can ſeize a Soul that's truly Innocent, 

And aims at nought,but that ſhe may combine 
With all ſhe finds, like to her felf, Divine : 
And ſeeing Things in fuch Confuſion hurl'd | 
Does not contend with, but deſpiſe the World, 


(13) 


aſe A Diogo =_—_ two Penitents. 


Pea 


ave, LP, Ark how the wakeful cheerful Cock 
'e The Villagers Aſtrologer, 
Clapping his Wings, proclaims the Day, 


And chides thy Sleep and Night away. 
2. P:.I hear and thank my:/kindRemembran- 
cer, 
Flow; flow, my Tears, O when will you begin? 
avensy St. Peter's Bird Reproves St. Peter's Sin. 


8 2 P. Complaining Man, | haſt thou thy 
nas. -Chriſt deny'd ? 


.:2.Pr. Wo's me, have done more than Peter did 

With leſs Excuſe, and many ways beſide, 
bineÞ Ey'n fince my Chriſt was glorify'd ; 

And this, alas; too oft, alas;'more, more than 


'd' thrice, a 

orld, 8 As often as I Chaſe, and Woo'd: a Vice, 

""'Y Orbrutiſh Luſt (to be Abhor'd) 
RejeRed Jeſu, my dear Lord. 


1 Pt. O my ſad Heart! if that be to deny, 


— to weep more Floods than I: 
j When 


E144) 

When to receive intomy Heart a Sin, 

I thruſt my Jofk ovt, ab (5K TEAV: 

But Lord,how oft he came,and being deny'd' 
How dolefiilty he cry'd, ( ry! 

Why doft chou wife me thus, who for thes 


2 Pt. Methinks, I heat him Caft tod fror 
the Treg, | | | 


Unggrateful Wrateli,” were theſe Wountls niad 
for Thee, 


Who both deny'dſt are and-tetray'd mb two? 
For every wanton Kft, 
A very; Fudge &, 

And each malicious Thought a ſpiteful Jew. 


1 P?.- If Sins do tiow what Gd Ter 
then, 


Wound him afrefh and Crucite: again, 
Then we, alas; have his Tormentots been ;- 
And by each vils deliberate Dect, 
We make his Wounds afreftt't6 blectl; 

His Pain as varions as/ouf' Sift. | 


2 Pr. Truc, for my Doubts do birkt tits Hatits 
my Pride 


Does firſt diftobe him; then dete'; 


{ }3 


(4) 
I ipit upon him by my Blaſphemy, 

And Scourge-him by my. Cruelty ; 

eny'd\8 My prophane Tears become the Thorns 

Sd! That pigrc'. his Head with Scorns. 

thes)} And my Hypodify. 15. Pr, Stay ! 

d from} To what prodiggous height our Sins amount ! 
| Evry Unkindneſs is a Dare, 

 Niadelt = The Spear that wounds his very Heart ! 

Chriſt could bear any thing but this ! 


Both. Since then, the Cauſe of both our 
Grief*s the ſame, 


Mix we our Tears, for Grief let's Dye, 
Jew. "Tis jul my a& our own, who caus'd his Tra- 
Frdid geuy. 


(16) 


16008 | £74bett / 


Upon a Quiet Confetie BY Ki want L 


(20 thine Eyes and meþ fails, 

Thy -Sout is ſafe, thy Body-fare;; ? 

He that guards thee, he that keeps, | 

Never ſlumbers never fleeps. © 

A quiet Conſcience, in-a quict Breaſt, 

Has only Peace, has 6nly Reſt : 

The Mufick and the Mirth of Kings, 

Are out of Tune, unleſs ſhe ſings. 

Then eloſe chine Eyes in Peace, andreft ſecures 


No lleep ſo ſweet as Thine, no Reftſo ſure. 


A Dislogue betwixt Dives and Abraham. 


2. F275 p Father Abrabarn, help for Mercies 


lake, 
Behold my Torments in this burning Lake; 
Send Lazarws with Whirlwinds that he may 
Theſe flames of meking Sulphur fan away. 


A. 


(t7) 
| 4 Whit $0n of Hell and Darknef dare 
Y moleſt 
This mou vaint, Farce warmi yet on my 
reaſt ?-* | 


D. 'TisI,great Mammon's equal,orje whoſe lot 
. Alas is only now, — 
Abr. T know thee not, 
D. Father, *tis Dives, 'cis thy Son, 'tis [, 
Who Purpled ore fed once deliciouſly. 

A. And canſt thou now his Charity implore 
Whom thou faweſt lately at thy Flinty Door, 
Bepging for Crums,thoſe Crums that fell beſide 
Thy ore-chargd Table, and was then deny'd? 

Vain Soal0 2 ti 2? 


D. Some pity take. 
4. Remember Son INs2 1 ? 
Thy Dos kad plity on him, thou haift norie. 
D. Yetthey were Rine relievY Him;O, inlies;” 
Let him voutHElie ine but a little Dew! 107 
To cool &&y'Fongue. | 1 blodeil tai) 
A. Not the lealt atop of Grice” "I : = : 


«n0!'T iv bawoi5 omg T iy "74 2 14 
wil | E S. 


he 


(18) 
_D. Then _ od him to juy Brechren, loſt they 


To At 0 : weight of my Feernal Doom. | 
A. They've Moſes and the Prophers, 
D.. True, byt they We 
May yet a 'Summans from:the Dead obey. 
A. If to convert them Sjon's Thunder fail, 
A Summons from the Dead will neer prevail. 


When'orice Death's fatal "Hand has ſhug the 
Doet, 2 


The Gares.of Myacy R&ver open more. ' | 


als 1084#\ 


Ear Saviour, oh : what alle chis "oa 2 
& ure thee +  - what 
Nar yg Belen the. Deathenf tes, .. 


Whoſe Daats ane could. cauſa m6. ... 
Can IT behold thy Paing Tron looo ot. 


Thine Agony,ghy, bloudy Sweat, . = 

Thy Thy Back mi no OP > 
emples Craga' with Thorn, 

n90 Thy, Sacp Thy 


GD 
Thy Vets 290 Nerves extended wide, 
Thy piteing FAart;' thy Biceding Side ; 
Thy Hands 480 Ft nail'd ts the Wood, 
And all thy Botly drown'd in Blood ; 
Canſt thou pour forth ſuch Streams for me, 
And I n6t dt6þ 6ne Tear for Thee ? 


2. Yet teh(&-heatted I can cry, 
To ſeo RetHatirick Heroes dye, 
And Priew's FAY ebtrintthils my By, 
As Great fs Uid tha SHS ; 
Ny, fab Fuble hdr cas fart; 
And call apveff6w from triy Hdart ; 
A Player eds, that dies in joſt, 
Can raiſe a Tempeſt in my breaſt : 
But here when I ſhould grieve indeed, 
Nor am I touch'd, nor can I bleed ; 
Heart ! how I fear by this alone 
There's ſomething in me worſe than Stone, 


3. Behold/—See how this diſmal fight 


Paghewhole Warld into a fright, 
C3 The 


( 28.) 
The Graves did open, and the Dead, 


Roſe from their Tombs .and Marble Bod, 
Earth did "— Anguiſh ſhake again, 


Convulfions fltin ex'ry Vein; 5, of 
Th amazed Sun withdrew his light, 
Transforming Day to darkeſt Night. 

The Temple's Vail in twain was Rent, 

The ſtony Rocks in funder went ; - 

The Murtherer did this Death bemoan, © 
And pitying it, forgot. his own! 

Down ſtupid ſtoutnels, elle 'tis true, (Few; 
Th art worle than Murtherer, worſe than 
Lord of thy-Mercy work a Wonder, : h 


Cleave this obdurate Heart in funder. 


(21) 
PSALM the CIV. 


— uo 


By Mr. Tate. 


Part the Fir#?. 
1. DD Leſs God, my Soul, thou God alone, 


Pofleſieſt Empire without bounds, 


With Honour thou are Crown'd, thy Throne 
Eternal Majeſty furrounds. 


2. With Light thou doſt thy ſelf enrobe, 
And Glory for a Garment take ; 


Heaven's Curtains ſtretcht beyond the Globe, 
Thy Canopy of State to make. 


3. He builds on Liquid Fire, and forms 
His Palace Chambers in the Skies, 
The Clouds his Chariot are, and Scorms 
The ſwift-wing'd Steeds with which he flies. 


4. Spirits he made his heavenly Quire, 
With ſpeed his Orders to fulfil, 
His Miniſters a flaming Fire 
To execute his dreadful Will. 

5, 6 Earth on her Center fixt he ſet, 


Her Face with Wenn over-ſpread, 
3 


Nor 


« 22 ) 
Nor proudeſt Mountains dar'd as yet 
To lift above the Wares theis hitad(. © 

7. But when thy Thunder's Voice went forth, 
The frighted Floods difpersd'away, 

Engultf'd in Caverng of the Earth, 
And panting in, her Boom hy. 

8. Thenge- up by ſecrer wats they creep, 
And guſhing fion,the Mountains fide 
Through Valleys travel ta the Deap, 
Appointed tg receive their Tide. 

9. There haſt thou fixt the:Ocganbouyds,, 


Her thxgatning Surges to, regel, 
That the no more tranſgrefs her mounds, 


Nor to a ſecond Deluge ſwell. 


Part the Second. | 
10. Yet thence in fmaller” Parties drawn, 


The Sea recovers her loft Hills, 
And ftarting ſprings from every Lawn, 
Surpriſe the Vales in plenteous Rills. 

11. The Ox unyoaK'd is thither led, 
Weary witch Labouy, Gipt, with Drought, 
And Afﬀes on wild Mountains bred 
Have ſenſe'to find'thoſe Curregss, aut. 


, 


T2: 


(27) 
12 .There ſhady Trees ftotiyſevtchitig Beatns, 
Yield Manſions tothe Feather d Theotig, 
They drink, and to the boanrevus Streams 
Return the Tribnet of tlicit Song. 
{feerpir, 


12. His Rains from Heaven parch'd Hills 
That ſoon tranſmit the Liquid Store, 
Till Earth is burthen' 'd with her F ruit, 
And Nature's Lap can hold no more. 


14. Graſs for our Cattle to gevoar, | 
He makes the ſelf ſame Soil produce ; 
And Herbs endu'd with Sovereign Power, 
For Man that knows their Sovereign Ule, 


I 5. With cluſter d Grapes he. crowns the Vine 
Whoſe NeRar Moral Cares ſubdue 
Gives Oyl that-makes our Face to ſhine, 
And Bread that waſted Strength renews. 


'SPart the Third: | 
16, The Trees'of: God, without the Care. :* 
Or Art of Man, with Sap are 4; | 
The Mountaig: Cedar looks as fair, 
As thoſe in Royal Gardens bred. tor 11 at Þ 
\'7} Pq 17. Safe 


C24) 

Ty. Qalc in 4he lofty Cedar's Arms 
The Wanderers q' th? Aic may zeſt; 

The Hoſpicable Pine from harms 
Protedts the Stork, her pious Gueſt. 

18. Wild-Goats the craggy Rocks aſcend, 
Its cowring heighe their Fortreſs make, 

Whoſe Cells in Labyrinths extend, 
Where feebler Creatures Refuge rake. 

19. The Moon's inconſtant Aſpet ſhews 
The appointed Seaſons of the Year ; 

The Inſtrued Sun his duty ktrows, 
His Hours to Riſe, and Diſappear. 

29,21, Darkneſs he makes the Day to ſhroud, 
When Foreſt Beaſts ſecurely ſtray, 

Young Lyons Roar their Wants aloud 
To Providence that ſends'em Prey. ; 

22, They Range all Night on Slaughter bent, 
Till, fammon'd by the Riſing Morn, 
To ſculking Dens, with one Canſent, . 
The conſcious Ravagers return, 

2.3. Forth to the Tillage of his Soil 


The Husbandman ſecurely goes ; 
Com- 


(#5) 
Commencing witti*the Sun'hls Toll, 
With him returns to his repoſe. 
24. How variou«(Lord)thy Works are found: ? 
For which thy Wiſdom we Adore: 
The Earth is with thy Treaſure Crown'd, 
Till Nature's Hand can graſp no more. 


The Fourth Part. 
25. Dur ſtill Thy vaſt unfachonyd Main 
Of Wonders a new Scene ſupplies ; 
Whoſe Depths Inhabicants contain 
Ofev'ry Form, and ev'ry Size, 


26. The Gallant Ship there cuts her way, -: 
Waitcd along by gazing Shoals : 
Leviathan has room to play, 
And like a Floating Ifland rowls. 


27. Thek various Troops of Sea and Land : 
In ſenſe of common Want agree ; 
All wait on Thy diſpenſing Hand, 

And have their daily Alms from Thee. 

28. They gather what Thy Stores diſperſe, 
Without their trouble to provide : 

Thou 


(#6) 
Thou op'ſtthy Hind-— tlie Univerſs, 
The Craving World; s all ſupply'd. :: 

29. Thou fora Moment hid'ſtchy Face, 
The num'rous Rinks of Creatures Mourn : 
Thou tak'ſt their Breath, —al Nature's Race 
Forthwith to Mother Duſt return. 

30. Again, Thou fend'ſt thy Spirit forth, 
T' inſpire the Maſs with Vital Sced ; 
Nature's Reftor'd, and Parent Earth 
Smiles on her New-Created Breed. 


31. Thus through ſucceflive Ages, ſtands, 
Firm fix'd thy Providential Care ; 
Pleayd with the Works of Thy own Hands, _ 
Thou doſt the Waſtes of Time tepair. 5 
32. He darted forth a wrathful Looks 
The trembling Earth Convulſions fele ; 
He roncht the Mountains, they did finoke, 
And Rocks before his Lightnitig mett. 
33, 34 In praifiog him, whilſt. he prolongs 
My Breath, I will that Breath employ ; ; 
And join Devotion to my Songs, 
Sincere, as is in him my Joy. 


, } i | 
35-WhileSinners from Earth'sFaceare hurl'd, 

My Sen preitt thou hi Holy Names  -.. 

Till, with thy Song, the liſtning World 

- 8 Join Comfort, and bi Praiſe proclaim.” 


-_ OO ——— - _ 
— —_ , ”—= _— _— — —— wt a 
. z 


The Evening HT MN. 


QW chav the Sun hath voif Lis Light, 
And bid the World good Night z - --- 


To the ſoft Bad ray; Body I dipole, 
But where ſhall my Soul repoſe ? 


Dear God; even imthy Arms, and can there be 
Any fo fivect Security ! 
Fhen to thy Reſt,Omy Soul, and ſingiog, prailq- 


The Mercy that prolongs thy Days, 
Hallelujah. 


(2) 


"ww EF 


hv our SAVIOU R* $ Paſſion, 


Arth rewblediiand Heaven's cloſing Eye 
Was loath to ſee the Lord of Glory Dye: 
The Skies were clad in Mourning, 8& the Sphears 
Forgot their Harmony; — 
' The Clouds dropt Tears. 
Th' ambitious Dead aroſe to give him Room, 
And ev'ry Grave op'd wide to be his Tomb, 
Th impatient Temple rent her Vale in Two, 


To teach our Hearts, what our fad Hearts 
ſhould do. 


Can ſenſlcfs Things do This, and ſhall not I 
Melt One poor Drop to ſee my Saviour Dye! 
Drill forth my Tears, and trickle One by One, 


Till you have pierC'd this Heart of Mine, this 
Stone ! 


(29) 

The PRRITENT, » Dr. Je 

- remy /Taylox. ; £ 

py I-have fian'd, and the black Number 
fivells : 


\ 


To ſuch a diſenal Sum, 
That ſhould my Seany Heart and Eyes, 
And this whole finful Trunk a Flood become, 
And mele Me their drops could not fuffice 
© To coutit my Score, i 
- Much lef to pay : ” 
Bue Thoi, my God, haſt Blood in fore, 
Yer, ſincethe Balforni'of thy Blood; : '© 
Altliough ic can, will do no Good, 
Unleſs the: Wound be cleansdin Tears before ; 
Thou:in-whoſe fweet, but petifive Face,: -'! 


n 


Lavghcer cou'd never Real a Place, 
Teach bur my'Heart and: Eyes” $i 
+. /Toimelt away; ;; '/ ak 25.0 
And then Drop of Bill wil lis. 


_ 


(yo) 
of A ve 949 4 4\ 
EXPOSTULATTON, 


When dur Suvioub ue Tous Touts of 4 
had ap——— —_— Luk. E. 2: v.42. 


" "»X THE, 


TY Y 'CM.S"E) Dat Wy 3 ALLIES FY FEY LA. at&t 4 hl 


Tau, me oma rees Adgel, quickly Gy 


” 3 
; Lis % 


Wheredees myþqul'sfivect Darling ſtray» 


In Tygers, ormore exuel Herods Way 
O: rather &yhis tender Foottcps prol 
 Uagarded through the Wikitzlcls, 

: *:01: Where wilder: Salvages. cef@fty': -'_' 1 
The Deſan's ſafec-chan 2. Tyrants:Gonit,. | 
Why; laireft Oljet of my:Love,. 

Why doſt Thou-feetrirmay Jongingiysstetwor/t? 
Was it a waking Dreamvthat did ſitetel | 
Thy whalwous Buxh{ No Viien fore Abbie! 

Where's Gabriel now that viſited my Cell ? 


Agll He comes not——flatt'ring Hopes, 
Farewel. Me 
(>) 


Qt & 


Me Intel Degtren,apca Cured, 
7 Call'd me of Mother's the moſt Bleſt ; 
» 8 Now (fatal Change of Mothon,melt diftrel'd! 
4. How ſhatl tern the vatjous'Tide, 
; wor and Doubt my lab'ring "—_— 
A For whilſt of thy Dear Sight I am begoil'd, 
I Truſt the God—But oh I fear the Child. 


TS 


On Pilate's Expoſing our LORD to 
the Jews, nd ſing to them, 


| Behold: the Man. 
By as; Arwaker." 


PE IS — 


i + 


\ Ehold che Man ! Aida Pilate ! No ; : 
| ode can Have Eyes mtr;y 'a'Scene' of 


Call the _—_ Crocodile, and ſce | 
If that can bear ſuch barbarous Cruelty, 
Shou'd that behold the Out-rage you commit, 
Its Tears wou'd be no longer counterfeit. 
Behold the Man ! oh! you miſtake the Name, 
Behold the Man, behold the God you mean ; 
No Man for To much Torture cou'd ſuffice; 
No Man fo Triumph in his Miſcries ; 

He ſhews himſelf a God in tyring Thee, 

And proves by ſuffering his Divinity. 

But oh! that Style the Man muſt not refuſe, 
Whom Pilate dares, whom Pilate can abuſe. 
While from the Sluces of each open'd Pore 
Flows a rich Torrent of Redeeming Gore, 


> —————_—_ 


And 


(.3z) 
And on his Head ſharp piercing Thornes ap- 
pear, 
That Head which Rays of Glory usd to wear; 
And he whom Heav'n's ſcarce worthy co con- 
Do's gap of Humane Fleſh remain, 
Expos'd to Sorrows beyond parallel, ? 


Sorrows too Tragick to behold or tell; 

Oh! thou mayſt ſay, Bebold rhe Man, too well. 
Behold ! alas! I cannot, will not ſee, 

I am too tender for the Tragedy, 

Shou'd I behold his vaſt Expence of Blood, 
My Eyes wou'd melt into another Flood. 

Yet I will ſee whence all this Grief proceeds, 
For me, alas! he Groans; for me he Bleeds ! 
My Sin expos'd him to theſeWounding ſtrokes, 
Yet he intreats the Pow'r which that provokes; 
The Tide of Blood in which he floats, is ſhed 


To fave the Wretch by whom his Wounds 
were made. 


Oh, then forbear on Pilate to Extlaim,— 
He's Innocent, and I alone tq blame ! 


D Hy 


(34) 

His Guilt muſt juſtly fall on Wretched me, 
Who edg'd his Rage, and arm'd his Cruelty. 

Oh! then behold theMan thou haſt betray'd! 
Bchold che Man that do's thy Crimes upbraid: 
Behold the Man of Grief,the Man of Love! 
Condemn the Author, but th' Effe approve. 
Behold, and Mourn for thy Ingraticude, 
Behold, and Triumph for thy Pardon Su'd, 
Thy Paradiſe regain'd, & Innocence renew'd; 
And when thou haſt ſufficiently deplor'd 
The Suff ring Man, and Sinning Man abhor'd, 


Then fiom the Humbl'd Man thy Thoughts 
muſt ſoar, t 


And high in Heav'n th' Exalted God Adore. 
And Ict the ſight of this great Suffrer move 
Tow'rds him alike thy Pity and thy Love. 


(:35) 


Tranſlations out of Bocthius, by . 
Mr. Arwaker. 


Lib. 2. Metre the Fonrth. 


Ho ere with a Serene and ſettled Mind 

Contemns the Injuries by Face deſign'd» 
Viewing each Fortune with indiffrent Eyes, 
And can unalter'd both alike deſpiſe ; 


Him the loud Storms that make the Ocean 
{well 


Amidſt their Rage, ſhall find immoveable. 

His Courage wou'd not ſhrink at c/£rma's Fire; 
But rather nobly Periſh, than Retire. 

Nor can the ſtrong Convulſion Firs that make 
THh' Earth tremble, his firm Reſolution ſhake, 
Nor ev'n theThunder's ſtroke make him affraid 
By which the proudeſt Tow'rs in Duſt are laid. 
He who does ne'er with Hope or Fear engage, 
Difarms, and triumphs over Fortune's Rage. 


D 3 
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Bat he who hopes or fears what is not ſure, 
Nor'in his pow'r © hinder, or procure, 

Hz thrown away hisShield, forfook hisGround) 
And madeaChain with which himſclfisbound. 


M— 


Metre Fifth. 


« E chat wou'd chooſe a Station ſo ſecure 
To baffle Fate,and all its Storms endure, 
Muſt neither on the Mountain's [wmi: itand, 
Nor truſt his Fortune to the failing Sand, 
That ſtands expos'd to all the blafts of Fate, 
And faichlesthiswill ſink beneath your weight : 


Then if thou wou'd{t contemn the dangerons 
Shock, 


Fix thy 1afe Footſteps on an humble Rock ; 


Lee Fortune ſtorm, in this ſecure Retreat, 
. Thou ſhalt the force of all its Rage defeat. 


(37) 


Metre Sixth. 


Appy the former Age to which each. 
Field 


Did all the Objedts of its Wiſhes yield ! 
That which cheap Acorn: did ics Pallate feaft, 
And nothing in Luxurions Banquets waſt ; 
Happily ignorant of the Ule of Wine, 
They Quaffd the, Streams, and thought the 
Drink Divine ; 
No Tyrian Purple Carpets then they choſe, 
But took on-Grafly Beds more foft repoſe; 
Beneath a lofty Pine's inviting ſhade, 
Alike for State, and for Convenience made. 
They had not then found out the fatal way 
To loſe their Lives and Fortunes in the Sea ; 
Nor did the wand*ring Merchant then repair 
To Foreign Shores to vend, or Purchaſe Ware, 
NoTrumpetsthen prochim'dWarsloudAlarms, 
Nor Blood in Anger ſhed defil'd their Arms ; 
For who but Mad men wou'd a Fight maintain, 
Where loſs of Bloud and Lite is all the gain ? 
D 3 A 
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The loft TRUMPET. 
The Words by Mr. Tate. 


Wake ye Dead, the Trumpet calls ; 
Awake, awake, to Sleep no more, 
Heark from aloft the Frozen Region fall 
With Noiſe ſo loud ic deafs the Ocean's Roar; 
Allarm'd,amaz'd,theclattringOrbscome downs 
The Virtuous Soul alone; 


Appears unmoy'd while Earths Foundations 
ſhake; | 


Aſcends and Mocks the Univerſal Wreck. 


(39) 


The Slauphter LL INNOCENTS 
Matth, 11. v. 16. 


BY the | feme Hand. 


Weet I&rocerts that found the way 
Through Bloudy Paths of Martyrdom, 
To your Celeſtial and Erernal Home, 
Before your harmlck Feet had leam'd to itray. 
Early, but not untimely, Dead, 
Who to preſerve theWorld's great Saviour bledz 
For all his bitter Pangs the beſt Return, 
The beſt of us can make 
Is for his Precious ſake ; 
(And few have dar'd fo far) to Bleed or 'B: wy 
If then *cis Glorious to purſue | 
His great Example, what muſt be your Due, — 
Who Dy'd for him, before he Dy'd for you 7 


D 4 


Upon the Sight of an 


'%. & ar $4 ne. 


CP ——Ru 


By Mr. Tate. 


I. 


Ay, ſtart not at that Skeleton, 
"Tis your own Picture which you ſhun; 

Alive it did reſemble Thee, 
And thou, when dead, like that ſhalt be; 
Converſe with it, and you will ſay, 
You cannot better ſpend thaDay ; 
You little think how you'll admire 
The Language of thok Bones and Hire. 


"C43 } 


2, 

The Tongue is gone, but yet each Joint 
Reads Leures, and can ſpeak to th' Point 
When all your Moraliſts are read, 

You'll find no Tutors like the Dead. 
3. 

If in Truth's Paths thoſe Feet have trod, 
'Tis all one whether bare, or ſhod: 
If usd to travel to the Door 
Of the Aﬀflied Sick and Poor, 


Though to the Dance they were eſtrang'd, 
And neer their own rude Motion chang ; 
Thoſ: Feet, now wing'd, may upwards fly, 
And tread the Palace of the Sky. 


4 
Thoſe Hands, if ne'er with Murther ſain'd, 
Nor fill'd with Wealth unjuſtly gai'd, 
Nor greedily at Honours graſpt, 
But tothe Poor-Man's Cry unclaſpt ; 
It matters not, if in the Myne 


They dely'd, or did with Rubies ſhine. 
| 5. Here 


(42) 


Fe 

Here grew the Lips, and in that Place; 
Whete now appears a vacant ſpace, | 
Was fix'd the Tongue, an Organ, ftill 
Employ'd extreamly well or ilt ; 
I know not if it cou'd retort, 
If rers#d 7 th' Language of the'Conrt ; 
But this I ſafely can aver, 
That if it was no Flatterer ; 
If it traduc'd no Man's Repute, 


But, where it con'd not Praiſe, was Mute : 
If no falſe Promiſes ic made, 

If it fung Anchems, if s Pray'd, 

"F'was a bleſt Tongae, and will prevail . 
When Wit and Eloquence fhall fail. 


6, 
If Wiſe as Secrates, that Shut, 

Had ever been, *tis now 2s dull 

As Mydas's; or if its Wit 

To that of Mydas did fabmit, ' 


043) 
'Tis now as full of Plot and Skill, 
As is the Head of Matchiavel : 
Proud Lautels orice might ſhade that Brow, 
Where not ſo much as Hair grows now. 


a; 

Prime Inſtances of Nature's Skill, 
The Eyes; did once thoſe Hollows fill : - 
Were they quick-ſighted, ſparkling, clear, 
( As thoſe of Hawks and Eagles are,) 
Or ſay they did with Moiſture ſwim, 
And were diſtorted, blear'd, and dim ; 
Yet if they were from Envy free, 
Nor lov'd to gaze on Vanity; 
If none with ſcorn they did behold, 
With no laſcivious Glances rowl'd: 
Thoſe Eyes, more bright and piercing grown, 
Shall view the Great Creator's Throne ; 
They ſhall behold th' Inwiſible, 
And on Eternal Glories dwell. 


( 44 > 


8. 

See! not the leaft Remains appear 
To ſhew where Nature plac'd the Eav ! 
Who knows if it were Muſical, 
Orcou'd not judge of Sounds at all ? 
Yet if it were to Council bent, 
To Caution and Reproot attent, 
When the ſhrill Trump ſhall rouſe the Dead, 
And others hear their Sentence read ; 
That Ezr ſhall with theſe Sounds be bleft, 


Well done, and, Enter into Ref. 


(45) 


PSALM the Firſt. 


By Capt. Walker. | 


I 


Appy the Man,who ſhunsthebeaten Road, 
And treads the unfrequented Paths of 


Whom, by a vertuons Reſtraint, 
From Sin preſerv'd ſecure, 
No ſtrong contagious Vice can taint, 


Nor Charming 11ls allure : 
Who makes Febovab's Laws hisdear Delight, 
His Practice ev'ry Day,and Study ev'ry Night. 


2. 
Him ſhall Juſt Heav'n in all his ARions bleſs, 
And crown his Labours with a wiſht Succeſs; 
He, like a flouriſhing Tree, ſhall prove 
Near ſome fair River's ſide, 
Refreſht with Heavenly Dews Above, 


Below 


(46) 
| Below with ev'ry Tide : 
Spreading his fertils Branches towards the Sky 
His Leaf ſhall never fade, hisRoot ſhall never wy 


$S\NK .} \ 
-- Not "SSSI i 
; Like ſcatter'd Chaff, before the whiſtling Wind 
By various and impetyous Guſts 
Of Raging Paſlions toſt, & 4 
'Midiſt thouſand Sins, and changing Lu 
Are milerably loſt ; 
And wandring from the Sacred ways of Peac 


Their Fears ſhall never Dye, their Plaints 
never ceaſe. 


(47) 


_ PSALM lvu. Ver. 8, 5, 10. 
By the ſame Hand. 


7. 
Wake my Glory, e&er the Roſy Mora 
A Does with a Purple Bluſh theSkies adorn; 
Before the Sun ariſe ta break the Day, 
Awake and chaſe thy gloomy Sleep away. 


2. 

Awake ſoft Lute, awake my charmful Lyre, 
Witch ſacred Tranſports my warmBreaſt inſpire; 
Awake each Faculty, awake and ſing, 

In holy Raptures my Almighty King. 


2X 
In Notes Divine let my glad Voice proclaim 
His mighty Goodneſs, and Eternal Name; 
Let my loud Praiſes thro” the Waxld reſound, 


While crowding Nations liſten all around. 


4. Bur 


(48) 


| TY 

But-oh! tny God, thy Wonders are too great 
For Tongue to ſpeak, or Verſe to celebrate; - 
So vaſt thy Mercies, and thy Triiths fo high; 


They pierce the Clouds, and reach beyond the 
Sky. | 


A PARAPHRASE on the 
7gth Pſalm, 


r. 
T 1] Ow long, O Lord, of everlaſting Might, 
Shall the ſucceſsful Heathen make abode; 
In thy Inheritance, O God ! 


How long defile ehy Temple, and uſurp thy 
Right ? 


See! how the once Proud City Lies, 
Salem, a heap of Stones, for pity cries. 
Nor here does their unbounded Fury ſtay, 
Thy Prieſts they on the Altars ſlay, 
And caſt 'em forch toBirds,and fayage Beafts 


of prey. Wink 


(49) 


Witneſs the Blood, that now on every ſide 
Surrounds the City with a Purple Tide ; 
Witneſs the Bodies they deny to have, 
The common Privilege of a Grave. 

This is our Woe, and this our Fate, 


While neighbouring Nations to encreafe the 
Weight, 


Triumphanely Rejoice in our unhappy State. 


2. 
But, O! Thou God of Mercy and of Loye 
How long wilt thou remove 
Thy deareſt Attributes from Thee ? 
How long with Anger burn,and fiery Jealouſy? 
Rather thy icreſiſtleſs Wrath employ 
Upon the Kingdoms, who thy Name 
Have never known, or known diſclaim, 


And durſt thy Facod's Dwellings impiouſly 
deltroy. 


Forget our Sins, O Lord: 
And with a Father's Love relief afford; 
Us, like thy Children, treat, 
And let thy Mercy be, as our Aﬀidion, grear. 
E 3. Help, 


(5) 


4. 
Help, O God, of our” Salvation, 
Help, tor the Glory of thy Name; 
Norlet thy own, thy own, tho? ſinful Nation, 
By Thee deſerced, fuffer ſhame. 
Let not deriding Heathens cry, 
O! where is now their fancy'd Deity. 
And ſmile, and wonder 
At Thy great Power,and yet unaQtiveThunder. 


Riſe! Lord,and ler that Bloud the Heathen ſhed, 


Dye them again with Red; 
And let thy Vengeance publick be, 
That what they ſuffer we(O God) may ſee. 


4 

Let the loud Groans of Captives piercethe Sky, 
And hear, and in a timely Hour 

Reſcue from Death, who lentenc'd are to Dye; 


Shew boundleſs Mercy, join'd with boundlch 
Power: 


' 


But for thoſe Wretches, wha blaſphers'd thy 


Name, 


CREW cherry with Eveclaffing Shame, 


That 


(5t) 


That by their Suffering they may ſee, 
And dread the Wrath of thy Divinity. 
So we that are 
Thy darling Flock, and thy peculiar Care; 
May in moſt thankful Numbers raiſe 
To Thee, Erernal God, Eternal Praiſe. 
Hallelujah. 


The CONVERT. 


4n Ode Written by Mr. George Herbert, 


I, 


F ever Tears did flow from Eyes, 
If. ever Voice was hoarſe with Cries, 
If ever Heatt was fare with Sighs; 
Let now my Eyes, my Voice, my Heart, 
Strive each to play their Part. 


E 3 2.My 


(52) 


Sei1 iD) 
My Eyes from whence theſeTears did ſpring, | 
Where treach'rous Syrens us'd to ſing, 
Shall flow no more—until they bring 
A Deluge on my ſenſual Flame, 
And waſh away' my Shame. 


3. 

My Voice, that oft with fooliſh Lays, 
Witch Vows and Rants, and ſenſleſs Praiſe, 
Frail Beauty? 5 Charms to Heav'n did raiſe, 
Henceforth ſhall only owe! the —_ 
In Peniitential Cryes:*\ | 


4. 
My Heart ,that gave fond Thoughts their Food, 
(Till now averſe to all that's Good) 
The Temple where an 740! ſtood, | 
Henceforth in Sacred Flames ſhall Burn, 
And be that Mel's U RN, 


i 


The 


ng 


>, 


Tie 
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1, be Prophet EL IJAH Tranſlated 
.- up to Heaven. 


oO —— 


ena es 


By Mr. Tate. 


| Ning long and faithful Service boaſts, 
Under the Banner of che Lord of Hofts , 

Who now, his ſignal Conqueſts to Reward, 

A Chariot for his Triumph has prepar'd ; 

Such matchleſs Virtue-nobly to requite, 

Tranſlates him Body'd to the Realms of Light : 

The Prophet now with gen'rous Scorn ſurveys 

This Earth, where He but for a Paſspore ſtays ; 

And do's entirely his fir d Thoughts employ 

On thoſe bright Regions He muſt ſoon enyoy. 

But firſt (for in his Road to Heav'n they lay) 

A Viſit to the Propher's Schools He'l pay, 

In Legacy, where He his Progreſs goes, 

His Councel and his Blefling He beſtows. 


Eliſha do's his Maſter's ſteps attend ; — 


A Servant worthy to be ſtil'd a Friend. 
E.3 From 


C9) 
From Gilga!'s Plain, tO Bethel Journeying on, 
The Prophet \Cdarts his Setvant to becgdve 36 | 
ear Fericho once more his Charge repeats, 
But ſtill Commands in vain, in vain Entreats. 


When Love and Duity ogick difpute the Field, 
Duty it fetf muſt to Aﬀection yield. 


The Prophet now to Ferdan's Bank is come, 
The laſt ſhort Stage to his Celeſtial Home ; 
His Mantle's Sacred Force the Fordan knew, 
And conſciouſly in parting Tides withdrew. 
That Stream,long finceſubdu'd,at his command 
Was dilciplin'd to fall, to ſwell, or ſtand. 


The naked Channel now with caſepaſs'd o'er, 
And Both arriv'd to the remoter ſhore ; 
On that laſt ſpot of Earth his Feet muſt tread; 
The Prophet to lis Faithful Servant, ſaid 


O for thy Truth and Love,my Servant,fay, 
How ſhall a grateful Maſter Thee repay ? ( 
E'er to Eternal Manſions born away : ) 


For 


_ 


1d 


i 


(/55) 


ForThee,who ill muſt Earthly Tails purſue, 
Inſtru& thy willing Maſter what todo, 


Who wou'd to Thee be Kind,as thou to him 
wer't True. 


The Favourite with ſuch Indulgence bleſt, 
So kindly urg'd to make his own Requeſt, 
A while with modeſt Graticude ſtands mute, 
Delays to utter his important Suit z 
Who elſe might inſtantly his Wiſh impart, 
For 'twas already form'd within his Heart; 
So vaſt a Boon he trembles to expreſs, 
Yet muſt depart unfatisfy'd with leſs. 
Not Pow'r or Pomp,not Safety,Wealch,orEaſe, 
His gen'cous and enflam'd Deſires can pleaſe 
Too narrow All for his expanded Mind, 
It will.not be to Nature's Bounds confin'd, 
His Soul can Revelation only prize, 
Rapture and Correſpondence with the Skies ; 
The World do's no proportion'd Scene preſent; 


No lefs than Heav'n on Earth can his yaſt Soul 
Content. 


E 4 O 


(56) 
O Man of God, he cry'd, let me inherit 
A double Portion of thy Sacred Spirit : 


Theſe impious Times ſuch ſtrong Convictions 
need, 


I cannot elſe to thy great Charge ſucceed ; 

My Weakneſs this Conceſſion do's require, 
E'er to thy Sacred Office IT aſpire; 

To perfe& the Foundation Thou haſt laid, 
Eliſha muſt have "twice Eljah's Aid, 


(ſerve, 
The Prophet grants, but grants with this Re- 


If me at paiting thy fix'd Eyes obſerve, 
If in that Minute on their Watch they'r found, 
Thou haſt thy Wiſh, 'cis elſe an empty Sound, 


A Tempeſt to their Conf'rence puts an end, | 
The fiery Steeds and flaming Wain deſcend. | 
What mean theſe Terrors? Thisimpetuovs Air ? 
Can Death ſo dreadful as'this Change appear ? 
Who wou'd not chooſe to,paſs his brazenGare, 
If ſuch fierce Bleſlings muſt on Rapture wait ? 
Miſtaken Thought! the Charriot and the Storm 
Of Terrour only have the Sound and Form. 


The 


(5%) 
The Viſion do's but Lambent Flames preſent, 
For Speed, hqt ViolencegheWiirl-w ind'i ſent. 


Eliſha the whole Scene with ſtill-fix'd Eyes, 
Beholds,and to his tow'ring Maſter crys, 
My Father, O my Father! —+—-[ſrae} now, 
Has loſt her Chariot and her Horſemen too! 
Tearing his Garmenes, as on bim he calls, - 
In Recompence Elijab's Mantle falls ; 
While of the Reſt his weeping Sight's bereav'd, 
His Arms the kind deſcending Pledge regeiv'd. 


Now, penſive,back to Forde s Bank he goes, 
Whoſe Streams his Paſſage to the'Schools oppoſe; 
He now muſt put Heay'ns Promiſe to the Teſt, 
And prove if he Elijab's Spirit poſſeſt. 
Diſmantled oh the Carrent's Verge he-ſtood, 


Then moce,nd cry'd, — Me $ now Elijab's 
God ?''e ; 

 \Chaſtisd by Him the Ceelling FR gire 

< #17 - way, <1! | 


{ "And Great Elijeb's greater Heir mong 


—— 


ur MN. 


(#) 
HYMN, bj HW 


[ : 


P— 
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Hou' God for ever eſt ! | 
Of uncreated Pow'r polleſt, 
Whoſe Habitation is in Light refar'd, 
From thy Celeſtial Throne 
With Pity (Lord) look down, 


"Behold, relieve tny troubled Mind : 
Anguiſh and Horror from my Heart remove, 


| | Thou God of everlaſting Peace and Love. 


2. 


And Thou,who ſite'lk at his Right-hand, 
\ That dofſt th Angelick Hoſts command, 


Thou, who on Earth didſt heav'nly Pow*r 
dilplay, 

Thou, whoſe mild Voice made Winds and 
Seas obey ; 


The Storms, the Tempeſt in my Breſt allay. 
iq porn Chaſtiſe, 


4 


C99) 
Chaftiſe, Controul 
- The boileriny WareSrhgt fowl, 


And Tok and Wreck, and quite o'er- whelm 
my kick deſpajring Saul. | | 


3 
And Thou moſt fveet and bacred Dove, 
The God of Confolation and of Love, 
. Viſit, O Viſit ev'ry Parc... 
Of my afflicted Heart : 


That Heart for thy Receprion to prepars, 


By thy moſt heav'nly Influence, 
Etpel all finfut Thoughes from chence, 
And Save me from the Gulph of black De/Aaiy, 


- Heze» 


©) 


) 


Piczokiah's'S Sickneſs and Recovery : 


/ 


( KINGS the WH Chap. 20. 


+ om Fate. 


kk 


107 Ith double Pleaſure ſprung che cheer 
ful Dawn; ! ' 5 


ThatſawtheFyriens / pep 
Yet, ah !, na{adner Wars Allarms/ ate/fled, 
No footer Peace her brooding Wirigs had ſpread; 
But Sicknep, arm'd wich Dearh's refiftleſs Stifig, 
Invades the Sacred Perſon of the King ! 

The raging Peſt withia his Vitals reign'd, 
More dang'rousthan the Siege he had ſuſtain'd. | 
The fatal Summons Purple Symptoms gave, 
And Thws the Prophet warns him to hisGrave. 
** Thy Houſe in Order ſet, diſpoſe thy State, ? 


* For Deatb,O King,do's on my Meſſage wait 
**Heſtalks bchind me to thy Palace-Gate, ' 


_— 


The 


1c 


"7 * Shall 


(6x) 
The Prince, who had Beſieging Hoſts defy'd_ 
Turns Pale, and deeply Sighing,Thus reply'd ; 
" on Heav'n impoſe,- where Juſtice is ſub- 
ime, 
* A Task ſo weighty and ſo ſhort a Time ? 
« My Houſe in Order ſet, diſpoſe my State! 


_ —_—_— 'd, like Me, with Life's laſt ſtage in 
iew, 


& Alas! what could a private Maſter do? 


#4f Him a Doom ſo ſudden wou'd o'er- 


whelm, 
« Ah! what muſt I, who ſit at Fudab's Helm, 
« My Family, no leſs than All the Realm ! 
* That Realm how ſhall T orderly bequeath, 
« Eer Wars Alarms afford me time to _ 


* How place my Scepter &'er my Sword I 
' Sheath? 


© Bur if th' Almighty Wiſdom has thought fit p 
© That I ſhou'd Fudab's Royal Enſigns quit; 
* My Soul at his Decree ſhall ne'er Repine, 


; < Both Life and Empire, at his Call Divine, 


* I will Reſign-—But ah! to whom Reſign ? 


:* For yet the-Marriage Bed's to me unknown, 


« And, We wants an Heir to Judab's Throne. 


(62) 
*« Shall 1{ae/'s Ten Apoſtate Tribes,cheir King 
& To Siow's Tow'r, and worſe—— — 

« Unhallow'd Idols to the Ternple bring ? 

* Or ſhall Aſrian Troops the Stege renew, 


* And Rabſheka's blaſpheming Threats prove 
True? 


When in ſuch Terms the Rayal Saint had 


mourixd, 

His Face,bedew'd withTears,hs meckly turn'd, 
Turn'd tothe Wall : Why thither? that his Mind 
Might lefs Diſtraction in that Poſture find, 

Or ſecrer Pray'rs more fervently to prels ; 
(As warm Devotion loves no Witneſſes.) 

Or that his Palace open'd on that fide 

A Profpe&t,whence his Eyes cheTemple fpy'd, 
Where wiſh'd Acceſs was to his Feet deny'd. 

A ſecond Delpge at his View he ſhow'r'd, 

And thus his Soul her Deprecation pour'd. 


( ſue) 

* Remember, Lord, (with humble Truſt I 

« How to thy Service I have been nioft True: 
«With perfe& Heart byiſtrong Devitiowwarm' d, 
-* That which was Righteous” ih ty phi [A 


ftorm'd. 


(63) 
The Royal Saint pausd here; and hov'ring 
round, 
Attending Angels ſtrive to catch each Sound : 
Scarce could They for their finiſhe Errand ſtay, 


While thus the Pious Prince proceeds to Pray-- 
* How prays He?—Not one Accent more he 
poke. 
&« But when his Tongue grows mute, his Thoughts 
invoke ; | 
« His Tears and Groans theirOffce ſtill maintain; 
©« Let then the faithful Muſe 
« The Language of thoſe Groans and Tears 


explain. 


(and Wiſe, 
They faid—® Thou feeſt, O God, moft Juſt 


* All fix'd on me,the Neighb'ing Nations Eyes; 
* How in a Leudand Superſtitious Age 

« Alone I ſtand, and for thy Truth engage 

* Thy Worſhip's Champion; if in Death I ſleep, 
« From Pagas Ferce,who ſhall thine Alcars keep? 
** The Reformation, I with Toil commenc'd, 

** Will ſoon relapſe to Ruin when unfenc'd: 

&« The Aſhrian Savage with impetuous Haſte 


(* Th' Encloſure gone) will lay thy Vineyard 
waſte, Fa 
-* Let 


(64) 
© Let me, or let my Cauſe, thy Fayour claim, 
* Support thy Servant, or at leaſt thy Name ; 
* Reſtore me from theGrave, prolong my Days; 
* Prolong them,that I may prolong thy Praiſe. 


Nor yet the Prophet had the Palace left, 
And Royal Patient, of all Hope bereft; 
But He, whoſe Viſit made the Court to Mourn, 
Of Life the welcom Envoy mult Return, 


© Turn,cry'd theViſion,bring my Saint Relief, 
«& Tell Hezekiab, tell my People's Chief; 
© Thy Father David's God has heard thy Pray'r, 
* Beheld thy Tears,and will thy Health repair: 
_* The Third Day's Sun ſhall fee that Health re- 


ſtor'd, 
* (Bur Miracles muſt firſt confirm my Word; ) 
* Who now wants Breath his, mournful Crys 
to raiſe, 


* Shall in the Tewple then reſound my Praiſe. 


ys 
{, 


(65) 


On the Death of Mr. Fell, who was 
found Dead upon his Kixees in his 
Chamber. 


| 2 mxragy; private Study, when thy Mind 

To Paradiſe this Voyage had deſign'd, 

Was ſure a Pious ( though ſurpriſing ) Fraud, 

And ſuch as Saints and Angels muſt applaud. 

Elijah thus pretending to Retire, 

Told of the Warer, but conceal the Fire. 

Eliſha, had he ſought no more ro kriow, 

Had loſt his Spirit and his Mantle too. 

Such Legacies bleſtSoul,migheſt thou have giy'n, 

Had we but ſeen-theewhen fnatcht up toHeav's, 

Sure, Paradiſe was open'd to thy view, 

When wich thy Pray'r thy Soul together flew. 

In ſuch a ſacred Rapture Stephen ſpy'd 

Heav'n's Gates unlockt, and forthwith kneel'd, 
and dy'd; 

ToHeav'nthou now haſt ſhewn the neareſt way / 

Which is, like Thee, to Study-and 0 Pray. 


F You 


You;that carveVirtue deckt with ev'ryGracg, 
As if hey Beaygies lay? 1p Hand, and Face, | 
Cone: Coutity rleit this Image 1 it f you dare, | 
Thic fic Oifpinal Featue bf a Prayer ! I 
Heaven took thee up when ic beheld thee down; 
So Princes kneel when they receive a Crawn, 


Nor did Heav ns ſudden SunmonsThee lurpriſh, 
Ir ſextoe confi ever find thee otherwiſe. 


Thy pious Soul In Conlecrated Clay, 

( For *twas a Temple ) never ceas d to pray. 
Thy oft x epeajed Storms Heayen'sGates aſlaul'd, 
Whoſe ſacred Violence at laſt prevail'd 3 
Heaven kindly yielding ſent.a Mcflage 5 rok 
To bid thee ener, and pollgls, the Crown, 
One Period ends. thy Combat and. thy Breath, 
Thy Congueſt bravely fini{h's in thy Death. 
Such was Epaminondass noble Pride ; 

The minute that he Quercams, be dy'd. 

Alas! what cannot warm. Religion dare ? 

No Walls fo high, but may be ſcald by Pray'r. 
New. Seratagems by Piety are found, | 
And hightfbFlightstake riſe fronroffche ground. 


00 - What 


- 


(67 Y 
What happy Zeal thy Spirit did inſpire, 
That 'rpigft ghy Fears coylgkingEÞ much fire? 
Which made theg fo impatiggt of delay, 
Thy =_— haſte cou'd ſcarce Heaven's leiſure 
But 1 thy Meſhes ſhoyld toa Jatec comethere, 
Thy ſelf wentſt poſt to overtake thy Prayer. 
Thy Soul and Pray'r fo intimate became, 


That.like QJFtiends,they naw weregrawn the 
ſame, 


'Twas only Heaven (Þ much alike chey were) 
That could diſcern the Spirit from the Prayer. 


Enjoy blſt Shade what thau hat hravely won, 
Poſſzis that, Heaven whigh thop hadſt herg 


an; 
Hearen doth to us thy proſtrate Body grant, 
The preciqus Reliquey of lo great 2 Saint, 
Which ſhould it longer in this Polture ſay, 
Would,like cy Soul, we fear, be ſnatch'd away 
Grudge not thy Body ſhould to Earth be given, 
A welcome Preſent, as thy Soul to Heaven ; 
Whilſt this here prays below;that ſings on high, 
VY;'1llearn of this to pray, of that ta fly, 


F 3 A 
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| A | 
PARAPHRASE: 
. On ſeveral | 
TEXTS of SCRIPTURE 


Expreſſing the $ 1G HS 
OF A 


PENITENT- SOUL. 


Tranſlated from Hermannus Hugo. 


The INTRODUCTION. 


Lord thou knowe#t all my Deſire, and my 
Groaning i not hid from thee, Pl. 38.4.9, 


E only knows my Grief, whoſe Eyes can 
- dart "0 
Into the dark Receſſes of my Heart ; fn 


He only views thoſe Labyrinths of Night, 
Who gilds the Day, and gives theSunhis Light, 
Stretcht on the ſolitary Shore I lye, 

IT! c 


With wing'd Pericions fill the vaulted Sky ; 
Yet what I wiſh, none knows btt He, and 


The 


7 


( 69) 
The Groans,the Pangs,that in my Boſom riſe, 
We Two can only tell ;—and we ſuffice, 


—__w— 


————_— 


PSALM 6. Verſ. 3. 


Have Mercy upon me,O Lord, for I amweak, 
heal me for my Bonts are broken. 


Hall I complain ? or filently depart ? 
Complaints are juſt, & I will caſe my Heart. 
A common Friend condoles his Friend in Woe, 
What therefore ſhould a tender. Lover do ? 
Werethen thyOaths of Love,but flatt'ring Wind? 
I did not think thou couldſt be fo unkind ! 
Ah! couldſt thou khow me fick to this degree, 
And yet fo long defer to viſit me ? 
Melampus, Podalyrins, Chiron too, 
And Pear, tho' with Gout and Palfie ſlow, 
Have all been here, each Member of theTrain 
Has read his tedious Le&ure on my Pain. 
But my Hypocretes was abſent ſtill ; 


Thou com'ſt the laſt;--Thou whoſe refiſtleſs 
- Skill 
Can Cure with greater ſpeed than they can 
Kill, They 


(70) 
They ſhake their Heads, & with dejeted Eye, 
The feeble Motioh of my Pulſe rhey rry : 
But what's the wiſe Reſult of all their Art? | 
They cry, I'm fek—Yes,1 am fick—at heart ! 
Thro' all my Veins the dire Infe&tioft creeps, 
My Virals roo in ſtrong Poſleflion keeps. 
My Pains, my Pamgs, ny Agontes ericteaſe, 
And Phyſicks baffled Pow'r gives no Releaſe. 
Behold theſe Lineatnents diſguisd wich Woe, 
If thou Fain this alter'd Face canſt know ? 
Behold theſe Eyes, each bury'd in its Cell, 
TheſeChezks whire freſheſt Beaury us'd rodwell; 
In Ruſhs there tath graceful Feature lies; 
Tho! chafe with Wine, no lively Bluſh will rife. 
Then to whoſe Altar ſhould L now repair, 
But Thine, who only canſt redreſs my Care ? 
Thou only canft my raging Grief conrroul, 
Who art the great Phyfician of the-Soul. 


CF) 


JEREMIAH 9. Voſ-r. 
0'that my Head were tarued. wwto Water, 


and my Eyes a Fountain of Tears, that 1 
might weep Diy and Night. © 


Nemns of theFſood,how truly bleſt are you? 

Whoſe beauteous Limbs in Tiquid Chry- 
Ral Row"! 

And They whoſe metamorphosdFrame didtill'd 

To Lakes that foon the wondring Valleys fill'd, 


Why of your Fortune ſhould this Head 
deſpair ; 


(This wretched Head) with, more torment 
ing Care 


Turn'd to a Spring,with Mop inſtead of Hair? 
On Earth my weary aut-ltretchtdrms I throw, 
In hopes they will, like yours, diffolve, & flow, 
But my hard Stars ſo blelt a Change deny, 

For Rivers Emblems are ot Liberty. 

O that I could a ſudden Fountain pt ove, 

As Ars once for Galatea's I ove ! 

That thoſe kind Pow'rs, who ſet fad Bibls free, 


Would now repeat the Miracle in me ! 
F 4 dinc?2 


(72) 


Since Floods and Seas, I but in vain implore, 
Let ſome kind Show'r ſapply me with its ſtore; 


Then from my Eyes ſuch. plenteous Streams 
would flow, 


As fall from lofty Pind«s melting Snow ; 


Which down the Furrows of my Cheeks ſhould 
run 


In Courſe, as conſtant as the Circling Sun ; 
No Reſt ſhould in my tricklingTears be found, 
Till all my Sizs were in that Deluge drown'd, 


(73) 


PSALM 69:Verſ. rs. 


Let not the W ater-flood overflow me, nor 
the Deep ſwallow me up. 


Y Life's a See, now raging,now at Reſt; 


AndI the Ship, with gawdy Streamers 
dreſt. 


What are the Breezes there,cach flatt'ring Wind, 
Bue choſe diflembling Paflions of my Mind ? 
Invited by theſe Gales I raſhly float, 

And tempt the Ocean in a fickle Boat. 

No want of youthful Dalliance to excite, 

But pleaſures Tiding up with full Delight ; 


Syrens that charm at once my Ear & Sight. 


O Faithleſs Main, that with fo calm a Brow 


Doſt ſmile, ——how rough and boiſtrous wilt 
thou grow ? 


Kind Offices thou doſt as yet perform, 


Without the leaſt Suſpition of a Storm ; 
But when environ'd round with Seas andSkies 
Paſt ſight of Shore—Thy Tempeſts then will 


Riſe. 
PSAL. 


(74) 


PSAL'M' 193. Ve. 2. 
Emer not into Jankgerens with thy Sey- 


vant, &Cc. 


Who would not this RAT ribunaldread, 


Or dare before th' Almighty Judge to 
Plead, 


Achis Tribunal, how ſhall Guilt appear, 
Where Innocence it lf Gan dcarce be Clear ? 


Ev'n He whole Piety did brightly ſhine, 
(Ofall the Inſpir'd Twelve the molt Divine) 
Whoſe Life,with Vice, was one continu'd War, 
Yet dar'd not plead Perfe&tion at this Barr. 
The Royal Author of Seraphiok Verſe, 

And Anthons fa for Anpals to rekenrte, 
What Son of Fleſh conceiv'd in Sia fail He) 
Before All-ſeeing Eyes can righteous be ? 

Nor Fob (in ſufferings try*®) tow'd dhe Skies, 
And brighter Stars, as Tpotlefs in his Eyes. 


(79) 

I then fach Pillars fitk beneath his Hand, 
On what ſupport can we, frail Rafters, ſtand ?. 
And if before his Breath the Cedprs yield, 

How ſhall ſuch Shrabs as we maintain the Field? 


PSALM. 


The Sorrows of Hell compaſs me, and the 
Snares of Death take hold of me. | 


A Cteon's Fortune ſeems in me renew'd, 
When wretchedly by bis own Hounds 


perlu'd. 
Wild Groves my youthful Fancy did enflame, 


My Soul was always in purſuit of Game ; 
Till Death beſet me in a Defart way, 
And of the Hunter made a wretched Prey. 


Inev'ry PacthDeath's tangling Nets are fread, 
More fine and ſubtile than Arachne's Thread ; 
Behold how cloſe that watchful Huntreſ lies, 
Sorhe gawdy buzzing Stragler to ſurprilc ; 

Her 


ſprings, 


Green; 


( 76) 


Her Web once ſtruck, forth from her Cell ſhe 


And to her Den the mourning Captive brings. 
Mark how the Fowler from the ſhades unſeen 
Obſerves his Nets, ſtretche on the neighb'ring 


And, to allure, where vacant Spots are found, 
He ſcatters Grain upon the barren Ground : 
While Birds whom he already has betray'd, 
Are now Decoys to their own Fellows made, 


And from their Cages cheerful Notes begin 
To draw, with feign'd Mirth, their Compa 


nions 1n 'g——=— 


Theſe,theſe,my Soul,true Emblem; are of Sin. 


(77) 


PSAL M31. Verſ. 10. 


My Life « ſpent in Grief, and my Tears in 
Sighting. 


By N, Tate. 


Sullen Planet frown'd. upon my Birth, 


Nor to this Hour allows one Minute's 
Mirth ; 


Yer ſtill Pm flatter'd with deceicful Air, 
That always ſays to Morrow ſhall be fair. 

No Morrow yer has darted one kind Ray, 
But ſtill proves darker than the former Day. 
The ruling Winds oftimes diſturb the Main, 
But ſoon the Billows grow compos'd again ; 
No Leaves in Winter on the Grove arc ſeen, 


Which yet the next Spring Cloaths with freſher 
Green, 


When -fudden Storms eclipſe the Morning's 
Light, 

Thoſe once diſpers'd, the Day returns more 
bright. 

My 


CY 


My gloomy Thoughts no Interval can find, 
The Te \alwpys ragfyin pay Migd. 

My Sighs are Al the Muſick I employ, , 

My Sighs gre alf-che Muſiak I enjoy ; 

With cheſe I paſs the tedious Night away, 
With thefe I.paſs the yet more tedious Day. 
My Friends, *tis xpe, thajr Cqaypſel oft addreſs, 
Adviſe me oft to make my Sorrows lefs. 

I took their Council, gave to Mirth the Rein ; 
Mirth only brbught more ſharp Retwrny gf Pain. 
For when my Griefs with Laughter I'd beguile, 
Tempeſtupus Sighs deltroy'd the Infant gwils, 
And whgn I ery $0 Sleep my Grjefs to Reſt, 
Their O96 5 Tight from my Door tbe geank 


Ye Meer; RY Groves, my lopg frquoup 
beats, '*- 


Ye Rocks & Cives,my Sotrows laft Retreats ! 
You know, how oft my Groans In vain ſuppref, 
Have with recoiling Fary torn 'my Brgaft. 
While Eccho, gentle ſharer of my Woe, 
Returns a Sigh to ev'ry Sigh I thrgw. 

Here Pregne do's har mournfvl Story cell, 


Anſwer'd by ſadder Notes of Philomel. 
v | Each 


(79) 
Bach in her Turn zenews the dolefet Strain, 
White Helcyowe from the diſtaniShoars comp have 
With theſe tho Tarels joins crernet Moan, © 
Like me, fhe moums, and murmurs all Hone! 
Thus Fate, do's cruelly ry Lifo prolong, 

Of all my ſuſripgs £xf the greateſt Wrong! 


b td 
_ yy —_ A = IE  —— I —__y 


Cut of Hermannus Hugo. 


I 4 ard 0 Dawghters of Jerofalem, 
Beloved, that. yo tell him I 


hi low. Cant, $i; 


T E happy Souls, of Heavenly Sale Vo 
Whoſe ſnowy Feet. the Azure Tewples 


grace, 
You, you, I charge, attend my facred Strain, 


If ye by chance ſhould find my Love again, 
Tell him T Langaiſh wich a Fire unknown, 

As Faſmins faint beneath ch' Aſſyrian Sun ; 
For *midſt che Darts he lately ſcatter'd round "1 


He fell himſelf a Shaft, and I a Wound : 


'S- 


At 


( 8 ) 
At leaſt his own Blood ting'd the pointed Steeb 
For I more His, than my own Sufferings feel. 
Ah! with what fires was then my Soul poſſeſt; : 
As if whole e£:na heavd within my Breaſt ! ' 
If he's inquiſitive, as Lovers are, 

And ſhould enquire of each particular, 

Talk all the Forms of Languiſh and Diſtreſs, 
Which Pain forbids the Sufferer to expreſs, 
He'll ask if I am Feaveriſh ; telLhim, No ; 

My Spirits are too weak, my Pulſe too low! 
He'll ask if danger of my Life appears ;— 
Tell what your Eyes, diſcover,not your Ears. 
Tell him you bid me ſpeak,whilſt my faint breath 
Imported nothing, but the ſigns of Death. 
Perhaps hell ask you how I did appear, 
What Looks,and what my other [ywptoms were; 
This, or like This, let your Deſcription be, 
That he my danger with its Cauſe may ice; 
A pale a frightful trembling Ghoſt Llye 
Condemn'd, O Fate ! neither to live nor dye. 

I pant and ſtruggle for my hovering Breath, 

Labouring for either perfect Life or Death. . 

With 


3 ((#') 

With heavy Eyes thar-ſink'ia gloomy Shade? 
My faint Right hand' within 'tivy Boſoto laid : 
No roſy Colours, no young Þ Native heat, _ 
No Pulſe, tho' touch'd, can be perc: perceiv'd to beat. 
A floud of Tears waſh my faint Life away, 
And dying Sighs to him my Soul convey : 
Whilſt in th{# ſid Complainks I lil 4dmire 
To feel I burn, yet know not what's the fire, 
Unlebs 'tis Love;which doth theſe Paſims move, 
For every accent of my Pain is Love! 

From hence,l find,from henceproceeds my flame 
I know not Love, but. yet a Lover,am;, , _ 
Love made myPlaints ſo loud ,my Sighs | ſodeep» 
Love raught my upeaperienc' Eyes ro Yb: 
That I could utter nothing but his Name. 
This, in cheſe words, Let my Belaved hear, | 
That I (fond of my pain) his Ferrers bear : 

Tell him I burn with ſuch a gentle fire, 

As Roſes i in the Summers heat expire ; 

Tell him that with long Deſires Tecay, 

Xs hoary Lillies dr66p'arid fade away ; 


G4 0s t 


"FT ; 
95% % 


en 
BASTER DAY. 


OY =” unknown "Hand. 


r. " 
AtK''*Sure T hear" Uraniz play, | 
H Ther her tune theHeaverlly Strings 
Sotfie wondrous 'Tidi ngs fare ſhe brings. | 
Oh! new, Mmethinks, Theat herity, 
The Suh i Riphteottheſs 'To tay, 
Muft'brezk, thoft 6ſe,,mbft conte away © 
With _ oh his Witgs.'” 


2. 
'Tis donex—bebold the God appear, 
I ultilling all charhe hath ſaid, __ 
Captivity is Captive led ; 


Death 


( 83-)- 
Death of his old invenom'd Spear 
Behold diſarny'd, and conquer hers: 
The Grave no more the Members fear 
Since riſer} is the Head, © | 
- Shy tote” Bf. 
In vain the filly Rebbins ſtrove 
A Stratagetn.of Force to find 
The Lord Ominipoteat-to hind ; 
Too weak, to ſtop Almighty Love, | 
Their Guardstheir Stone; their Seal muſt prove; 
The trembling Earth doth all remove 
Like Duſt before che Witid. 


ten: 
Let ranſom'd Men in Frailcs vie; 
Let every faichful Soul rejoice 
And tune, to Angels Notes; his Voice! 
Hail! Son of David, let them cry, 
Hail ! Thou that Liveſt, and didſt Dye! 
Thar lifeſt thy glorious Seat on high, 
And Sufferings mad'ſt thy Choice. 


G 2 


- 220; vi ho 
Unfokh:yeiEverlaiting Gates, - 
That Guard the.great Febovab's Towers, 
Thoſe Sacred Myſtick Leaves of yours ; 
The King of Glory for you waits : 
Receive him, O ye blifsful Bow'rs, 
Ye Thrones, Dominions;Sceptred Powers 3 
He comes :—accompliſh'd ars the Hours 
Appointed by the'Fates: | 


Be now-thy-Foes thy Footſtool made ; 
Exalted high, on;God's: Right-hand, 

A Prieſt for ever mayſt thou ſtand, 

Thy dear Redeeming Blood to plead, 
Th' imperfe Satrifice'toaid, 

Which is by wretched Man-convey'd, 
And never muſt be ſeann'd. 


(85) 
OY 


Preparation to p R A Y E A. 


CO —— 


"By the Tone TY 


— — A 
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, Ss 3 +423 I 


T, 
ET no bold Prayer preſume to riſe, 
Let no, unballowed Incenda'go - | | 
A fruitleſs Progreſs, through the Skiqy, ; 
Whilſt here cby Heart remains helow.:.-: 
Thy Heart, adoro'd.in-all-its beſt-defices;; 1 // 
ThyFather kindly. gorge,thy 2wiyhGod requires! 


vii; Sn; %  Acia% wil; on W 
Think with what Reverence ifid State 
Thy Maker is ador'd Above ; 
What mighty Beings round him wait, 
And pay their Worſhip and their Love: 
That Cherubims are in his Sight afraid, 
And on Wings their glorious Faces 
ave. 


G 3 | 4g. How 


(26) 


3y 
How muſt that Guardian Angel grieve, 


(hae w #&ec1jd thy ponl,cix ſence} 

Such cold Petitions to receive, 

As his warm, Zeal cap nee preſent ! 
How muſt he grieve, thy empty Forms to fee ? 
In Spiriz and inT5uth, his God muſt worſhipe be 


| 4 
How wdll wal thy final Cares ? 
How wift it afl thy hopes defvar, 
To ſee thy 'Sihs increas by Prayers, 
Which oalyicaakd-cheir forooabace ? 


How tayFhou hope teſeape thoſe foreign 


Harms, 
Who thus againſt thy ſelf turn'ſt thy defenſive 
Arms | ; - / | 


ade LS. 
. ” * & 


wy) 
a NA 2 «Ay to £90 


G0 L P''3s” Ale w_- Five, end 
bein rn the” time of 


Ag. 


By the ſame Hand. 
ab (1164 09 1f) 1t:ialss 


| | þ Fall tf Fl ppolnted Da bf Man were fair, 


_— his a Hoes —_ Or him like a 
Breeze iw 1 vo 


Thas gdady Eibithe BOW Trece, 
Sold 'amt.Scizooth;cand void ef Care, 
As Infangsblloy; Slumibers xe; 
How fhouki*we cre affarec be, 
That even Temper we might ſee 
Were Vertue, nog Proſperity. 
bro att ay non a odio feid: 
9! 1211'S. 
Not fo ty Almighity il tadaley 
We thould in Ealeand E nxury Tenraln, 
Untrydhy:Sorow, of by\Pains 7 - 
1 G 4 No 


(88), 

No, the great Searcher of the Mind 

Unſhaktn REAR mult finds \ () 
A 


Tho'lowastq, the il Suge "Y 
With him, whoſe ſifted een tau It / 


He ſervd for br Davy, elſe for ght.” 


_ —— - - 


4. J6I- 71 {| 
[ We "_y the wealthieſt Oar the Farth doth 
” l- * 
Is not receiv'd, or paks' d [SE Gold, , 


Nor by the greedy. Mir, told 
Till by the Clean) ing bs e'd, 


It doth qhe ſeven fold;/Teftabide.;! : 
So nut the Path of Griefibeteod,. 
That certain Pwifying:Road2 1] -/ : 
EY at aſap. 
£4 firm 2 maT mvy 3: 


1 146 W- ' of 
God in this Method to our Needs has bow'd, 
Nor is it Reaſon guides when we complain : 
_  Favours/alas,! bat fall'in-vatn, : 
And-the-good Thibgs:rhac are allowd, 


Let 


"WT wu 


(39) 
Let us notthen refuſe this part, - ©! 515y? 
;; Bur/wiſcly ledtoithe Sewing av; ;; F 


op Tears to 7 45agnn do'ooavert, 
rf} /v T64 [Nv 


On AFFLICTION 
(1, J [39 ewT11 cl { C1 
"By x The ame Flgnd oy came 
Y LAH $3530) 10 this] 3191 
/Fn. 2 213 vb; i 26513 yi 


YA ionngctatcs my 4e6dbrBleſh may 


Welcome AfiRion, to my Reaſon till. 

Tho? hard and rugged, on this Rock I lay 

A ſure Foundation, which, if rais'd with Skill, 
Shall ,— 4; pals Babel: aim,and reach th'Almighty* 


,_ 
Welcome the Rod that do's Adoption ſhew 


i be | < , whoſe wholſome Dregs are giv'n me 
x; L a 0, *. / 
There 


(90) 
There is a Daybed, ) Gadbewus, 
When albetefiyCluuds fruld pb; anct Heaven 
{ 3159 211ONfMan 3} 04 24 51 = */ 


When thoſe, whom moſt they ſha, ſhall ſhine 
maſt glorious there, ____ 


MLT ITH1TA 


AMiRion i is ths &) IN every int 


But if their Faith or Courage ſtand upright, 
By on made the Crown, and the full Robe 
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1 
"1 F\s 
£3 & k 
wo, T 'S: ' 
1474? Pi $'41id 
50.5 zwirfs no Hoey) |! 7 
WY UET IH folttw ,noousrnii cw) A 
\ mnennlt TO INTE: RIP 
of > 3 na ili k Jo 1 CTY EC 5148 LAQORI £7 5 FEI F4 FS | 
1M 
748 


oy 


PSALMS: th, Par wt 
the 7th 1 ar the 


_—  —__—— -—_— 


By the fwne Hand". 


1 


= cn_ 


Roud Babylen, thou faw'ft us beter. 
Euphrates, as he paſt alorig, *'*! 
Saw on his Banks-the Sacred Thong {DAL 
A heavy Solemiy Modrning keep; / 
Sad Captives to thy Sons and Thee. 
When nothing but our Tears were free ! 


A Song of Sion they require, 
And, fromthe neighbouring Trees, to rake - 
Each Man his dumb negle&ed Lyre, 
And Cheerful Sounds on them awake ; 
But Cheerful Sounds the Strings refuſe, 
Nor will their Maſters Griefs abuſe. 
How can we, Lord, thy Praiſe proclaim, 


Here in a ſtrange unhallow'd Land, 
Leſt 


C92.) 
I we _—_ them to blaſj _ 


underftas 4 
OY Wl ments that (LAY G1 
_ _ cer we felt Blob ore. \ 


But thou Ferwfulew ſo deary\) 
If thy lov'd Image &er depart, 
Or 1 forgetyþy Safferings here,. "..;; | 
Let my Right band. forger her Art,... 
My Tongue her'V gcal Gift ;xefign,! | | 2 7 
And Sacred Verle.no more-bg mige, 1/ 

227 T bat. ud yila uo cizgy.) bg. 


' F 
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{( 93 ) 


The Second Chigpter of the Wiſdom 
of nn; pre: d. 


By: he e fam Hand: 


———_— 


The firſt 12 thi being an tacioudity 


HH 2 i: Man that would bimſelf perfwad, 
Out of b bs brereſ, and bis Tempter aid ! 48 
M; hed by preſent Foys, and humane Pride, 
Would gladly lay bus future Hopes de; 

| Uncloath himſelf of 41 be bolds .Diruine,,.. 

And to the Earth his Aſhes woald confine 

Conſent bis Saul ( all pains on it to Barey. 1 -11 2 / 
Shou'd waniſh like the [oft and ſilent rAirg.0,.. - i"; 
This Dottr my which m ancient Times was peun'd,, 
Th' induſtrious Devil took care ſpou 4 pill deſcend,; 
And we by Atheifts now the ſame are told, 
Which Iſraels wiſeit Prince deſcribe of old. 


(94) 
"The CHAPTER degiin"" 


Hus reaſor'd they, ſaid be, but not aright, 

Deluded by the Charys of vain Delight 3 
The Life be ſhort, how tedions is the day 
Which ſome new Pleaſure doth not drive away? 
Death haſtens on aff humane Things to ſeize, 
Arid there's no remedy for that Diſeaſe. _ 
None from the Grave return, nor Moſes Lowi 
Have ſeen him come to vindicate their Cauſe. 
Chance made the World ; arid the fame Hand 

of Chanee 


Did blindly "Man i into that World advarice. 
And, when the date of certain years expires, 
As he had rievet been, he back retires. 

That ative Fire which animiates the Hearr, 
Arid thence all Life and Motion do's impart, 
By fome contehding Etement oppreſt, 
Extinguiſh'd fails and quits the darken'd breaft, 
The Vapour in our Noſtrils fteats away, 


And all that now remains is common Clay. 


Time 


(9) 

Time greys 4ywon-wor Menmry und Iams, 
And deop Oblivion farutlowr upenr Fame. 
Nowaks ir, 210 mark! whene ac did toy, 
Nor ſhaft it Gar deruon'eo ihade (the Sig... 
Since yd? and flwure wee diftanceder, - 
Ani” preſtnr ite waticorfly withal the, - © 
Volupruvus, arid in Ptedfires tus five, 
And freely ſpend: what Moments we Tective: 
Still Tet us gay and warm Aﬀe&ions hold, | 
And, when in Ape, forget that we are old. 
Roſes about our youthful "Treffes ty, 
Roſes ſhafl, when'they fall, their place Tepyty; 
The cheerful Spring ſhall round our Temples 

Dime, | py 
Whilſt our full Bowk flow wkh Hue) Wine 
The poHArd Sin withOimmentsthallvepay; 
Circling Pefferes ſhall nſher 01 cheowngs; : / 
And ſoft harmonious Airs abont'ns play.” 
Diffifing as we- paſs LuxuriantBlif; : 
This is our Potrion, und'onr Lot is 614, 


Juſtics 


(96) 

And Forte ſhallJuftice-be; when Force prevails 
o Law ſhallgovern, 'no-dull Rule-take place, 

e Widow, 'northe hoary Head find grace ; 

Oppreſlion thallthe righteous Mary devonr,. 

Faſhion'd by Gohſtience fer.ahe Tyrant's pow” j 

Who meckly yields to WEORg.PE vile diſgrace, 

Yet from th' ImaverialGed;derives his Race, 

And by himſelf is arrogantly ſtil'd , 

Of him he Worſhip t the apparent. Child ; 

Him, ler us wait for [that upbraigs us ſtill 

With Breach of FLaws, : and Education ill, % 

That but at diſtance; views our looſe Delight, 

And blaſts our Mirth with his reproachful f ſi ght : 

Who, not like us, his Youtli co Pleaſure gives, 

But fingulasc; and falitary lives 3 /, 

And does his:Eyes.on diſtant Proſpeas bend, 

Saying, the Fu#is bleſſed in his End; 

That ler us haſten; and his Patience Prove, .., 

And his cool 'Femper wirh rough, uſage moye : 

If Son ta-him whom he Almighty. Falk, : . 

He ſure will Save when in our handshe falls ; 


Let 


Ti: ' - 
& #® 
- 
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tet us in Shame and Tortures make him dye, 
' | And fo his Truth and tis Ptoredoor try. 


Full place did ſuch Imaginations find 
With Men. in Miſts of Sin and. Errar blind, 
That knew not God, nor did his Lawstegard; 
Unmindful of the.Work or the Reward, 
That ſhall on/blamelebs Souls hereafter reſt; 
When with Eternity of Pleaſures bleſt. 
God ſtargpt his Image on created Earth, 
And made. it fo, Immortal in its Birth, 
And tho? th? Infernal Fiend, with Enyy fill'd, 


Brought _ into the World, and ſome has 
kill 


Yet only thoſe that do his part embrace, 
Shall fall to him, and his appointed place. 


C98) 
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H Ow far the fiveets of S5rullt excel 
The World's loud Mirchi anid Clam'rous 
Spores -: 


Of Theaters; ned crowded Courts, 
Only the vertuobs Heavenly Soul can tell. 


Which when rotic 4 and loos a by Faith & Lowe. 


ETOETE 


Clinibs'&? 0 X Wu" impurer lower Skies, 
To gain ſ weer er Conretfs with Diet Mind, Dore 


Raviſh'd with This, ſhe —_ clearer ſight, 
And*chides he iiterpolfi} Clay, 
And bars of Flcth that take away 

Her heavenly Proſpe, and retard her flight. 


She do's her icorn of this low World expreſs, 
Derides the Pompous Trifles here, 
Honours and Wealth to Sinners dear, 


And wonders why Men call it Happineſs. 
Saf 


SW 
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Safe in thoſe happy, Realms of Light and Zone, 
From Glouds and ftormy Wind that blow 
O'es-this tempeſtoous World below, 

She mourns ſhe cannot always keep above. 


In thoſe bright Fields no fears herJoy controul 
Securely ſzated from on ttigh 
She ſees the ruddy Lightning fly, 

And hears below the diſtant Thander ag1l. 


She's there [afe guarded from fan Angels prw/#, 
"That ftray'in thislow void of Air. 
And (watching with unwearied Care,) 
Fiſt cempr to ſin, then ranquiſh'd Soul devour. 


Thoſe Minds become more excellent and pure, 
That Heav'ns calm Regions moſt frequent, 
Pree fromEarth's Damys and noiſom Scent ; 

A; wiolefom Climates Mens fick Bodies cure. 


Aad when {ach Minds deſcend to Earth agen, 
Their heav'nly Language cheertul Face, | 
Freſh Beauty and Celeftial Grace 

Dedlare the happy Seats where they have beeg, 


HL 5% This 
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Th# World is ſtill ſo-turbulent and loud, 
That Heav'ns ſoft Voice cannot be heard, 
Angels have oft to Men appear'd 

When all alone, but never in a Crowd. 


In filent Groves the Men of old grew wiſe, 
There proſtrate Votaries ador'd, 
And invocated the true Lord, 

There Heathens worſhip'd too their Deities. 


Sage Druids there Heay'ns Councils underſtood: 
TheSoul does there her Thoughtscompol;, 
Calmly devout and filent grows, 

Aw'd by the ſhade and ſtillneſs of the Wood. 


There th' EſſensSed their Innocence were taught 
Of the next Silver Stream they drank, 
Got a cheap Meal from ſome green Bank, 


And far from warldly Cares they Liv'd and 
Thought. 


In Fields and Woods,may I ſafe Pleaſures find, 
Nature's Almighty Cauſe adore, 
Admire the Works, but th' Author more, 


Where ObjeAs both delight and teach my Mind. 
May 


T 
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May Vallies teach me to be fruitful too, 

May Hills excite me to aſpire, 

Like them, to Heav'n with rais'd Defire, 
And may myThoughts flow pure,as Fountains do» 


_—_— 


From Birds I'll learn to fing my Maker”s Praiſe, 
The Sheep ſhall make me wiſh I may 
Grow uſeful, and as meek, as they ; 

And hear the Paſtor that Cirets my ways. 


Both Birds and Beaſts ſhall my diſtruſt condemn, 

, That traſt H-av*n's Goodneſs rove about 
Free from all Care and anxious Doubts, 

And teach meto depend on Heav'n,like them. 


MotivesI ne'er ſhall want of Love and Praiſe, 
For Heav'n and Earth will ſtill ſupply 

k, My Thoughts with fſach variety, 

id | As will new wonder ficſh Devotion raiſe. 


; | Oh may I ſomething learn from all I ſee, 
And by the Creatutes ſtill aſcend, 
To the firſt Cauſe whilſt I attend 

F To Nature's Volumes of Divinxy, 
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Let me fivect Solitude's Delights enjoy, 
And Th6fe repair to fenfiial Sport, 
To Wine and Theaters reſort, 

Who know not how their Leifure to employ. 


A Cloſet, or a fecret Field with thee, 
Shall Lord, to me be far more dear, 
Than all the ſenſual Pieaſures here, 


Than all the poyſon'd fvzerts of Eaſe & Luxary 


Sg" —_— ——— 


The ENQUTIR Y. 


— 


By the ſame Hand. 


'VE ſearchtthe barren World, but cannot find 
A Happineſs for an Immortal Mind. 
Honours, Delights and-Riches have all ſpent 
Their S:alles in vain,to give my Thowgbrs Content. 
The Joys they yield,but for a Moment laſt, 


And ſhrink to aSthing when they're cloſe em- 
. * DIACT. | 


They 
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They never Tatlsfy, "bet feed dofiie; 

And bring freſh FE co 4 refMieR Five. 

What's one poot drop to him that almoſt burſts 
With fierce defires;-atd for an Ocean thirſts. 
My Mind <a# hold both the'rich' »dy's ſtore, 
And find it ſelf, as empty asbefore. 

The Treaſores Earth throws in their purpoſe 


mils, 
Swallow'd and oft in that immenſe Abyf.. 
Ive look'd cer all the Riches Earth can ſhew. 
All; chat it Promiſes, but gives'to few : 
And ſtill ome Intelletual Good I want, ' 
Some INT Woekl can-never grant. 


Hence mighty Gal my \Thoughn aſcend ta 
Thee; 


The ſpring of Govd, and Maris Felicity. 
'Tis only thy Tirinetſiry can fill AY 
The thirſty Soul's vaſt and immortal Will, 


his ſingle Thought, that all Earth's Joys at 
Death 70! 010 69 


Will end, and!ceale for ever with my Breath, 
Quite clills:my Love, and leſſens my Eſteem; 
And makes'« Kingdoi bat” a rifle leem, 

H 4 
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I find my Souls milplac'd, it longs ta ſee 
Some higher Good, ſome fix'd Felicity, 
Which it deſpairs to: meet with, but in thee, ) 
I'm bleſt with Faculties to entertain 

Thy ſelf, and fare thou mad'ſtthem not in vain; 
And as I can, ſo I deſire to be 

Made happy only in Enjoying thee ; 

My Wiſhes elſe unſatisfy'd return, 

And make me all my loſt Endeavours mourn. 


Thou doſt to All but Man Perfe&ion grant, 
That with their Happineſs upbraid my want 
No Hopes or Fears the quiet Stones moleſt, 
That fweetly in the Earth's low boſom reſt, 
Treesto their height and perfeft Stature grow, 
No farther Tendenciey or Wiſhes know, 


Rich Flowers with, daz'ling Glory crown the 
Year, 


And i in their Smiles a perfe Beauty wear. 
Beaſts thar have all for which their Nature calls, 
Pleas'd with themſelves, are bappy Animals, 
Above the Earth. their Wiſhesſnever fiy, 

Nor thirſt tor Heavia and Immorgalicy, 

| No 


4 


( 205 ) 

No Proſpect of a greater Excellence, 
Makes them deſpiſe the low Delights of Senſs; 
No knowledge of Eternity can ſhew 
To them, how ſhort theſe Pleaſures are below. 
They can no Dangers while at diſtance ſee, 

To interrupt their preſent Peace and Reſt, 
From thoughts of Death and future Sorrows free, 

They are withundiſturb'd Enzoyments ble#7. 
While Souls that can to higher Regions climb, 
And look beyond the whirling Pool of Time, 
Become urhappy by their Eminence, 
And ſerve but to diſturb the ſweets of Senſe. 
When the ſad Mind its ſober :houg hrs emploies, 
And finds it felf horn for Eternal Joys, 
How Earth's unwanly, ſhort Delights diſpleaſe ? 
It rather will have none, than ſuch as theſe. 
I: thinks of all its noble Faculcies, 
Then looks on Earth, and do's its Joys deſpiſe, 
SincelT have ſuch a Mind as this, would I 
Had never been, or may I never dy ? 
If no Delights are to be found above, 
What ſha!l I ſeck on Earth, what ſhall I Love? 


If 
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If this be all the Happinetfs defign'd 

For anxious Man, wretched Immortal Mind! 
Happy the Bruits that can't their State reſenr, 
That know no noÞler Joys, and are content. 
If Man then can't a perfe& State attain, 


His Soul and Appetites are made in vain, 
Man only is Felicity deny'd, 
Vex'd with defires, not to be fatisfy'd. 
The Lord of All is moſt unttappy left, 
Of that Perfe&ion Beaſts enjoy, berefr. 
But th*Author ſhire will not be moſt unkind 
To his beſt 7Forkmanſhip, the Heav'n born Mind. 
He's ſo bentipn'he can'r but Tet us have 
Objets for all the Apperires he gave. 
"Tis eafy hence to know he does intend 
Himſelf ſhall be the Minds laſt Reft ard End. 
On them he will at laſt himſelf beftow, 
That never fought their Happineſs below. 
What this denies the other World will give, 
Where Saints ſhall in Immortal Glary live, 
Poſſeſt with Heav'n' they thall for ever reſt, 
Crown'd with Divine Delights, and with their 
Wiſhes bleſt. 
SOLHl 
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$OLILOQUY. 


EE —_—_— CC —————, 


By the ſame Hind, 


Ouble Allegiance, Lord, to thee I owe, 
Both as thy Subject and thy Creature too 3 
Twere then in me the molt ingrateful Guilt, 
Not to perform or ſuffer what thou wile. 
My place is to obey, and not diſpute 
A Will ſo good, a Power fo abſolute. 
Shall my Remonſtrances to Heav'n be ſenc 
To plead the Juſtice of my Diſcohtent ! - 
For Life and Enjoyments here I ſtand 
Indebted to the Baunty of thy Hand. 
What thou art pleas'd to take I muſt reſign, 


Yet thence ſuſtain no Wrong, ſince Nothing's 
mine, 


My Fortune's mean; the wiſeſt and the heſt 

Of Soul that now in Heav'n outſhine the reſt, 
Liv'd in this vale of Tears deſpisd and poor, 5 | 
Some wanted Neceſſaries, few had more. © a 
Ang F 
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And ſhallI quarrel with my Fate, when God 
Afiias me but to guide me with his Rod 
Thefacred Path which all the Bleſt have rod? 
Sure, Toil and Wearinefs muſt needs become 
The Lot of Travellers remote from Home. 
Pilgrims, as I am, while abroad they ſtay, 
Muſt quit th'Ambition to ſeem Rich and Gay. 
Amidſt my Foes I'm now a Stranger, where 


What'stolerable, is accounted rare. 

Such Travellers can only Paſſage crave, 

And That, what cer I miſs, I'm ſure to have. 
All Suffrings here that can my Fears alarm, 
AMiR the Fleſh, but work no further harm. 


Diſtreſs and Shame make not Heav*ns Servants 
ſeem 


More baſe or wretched in their Lords Eſteem. 
Theſe can't his Favor from my Soul remove, 
Nor intercept the Pleaſures of his Love. 

And Happineſs to Him is quite unknown, 
Who cannot find it in that Love alone. 


- *FromRiches free, I'm free toofrom theirCereg, 
by my diſtance from their fatal Snares, 


An 
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An humble Fortune kindly does deny 
Ttv Incentives of our Pride and Luxury. 


My weaker Vertue may be here ſecure, 
Which might not all th' Aﬀaules of Wealth 


endure. 


So little Veſſels may ſecurely ride 

On a ſmall River's ſmooth and gentle Tide ; 
Where weaker Winds with ſoft and eaſy Gales 
Scarce heave the Boſom of their humble Sails. 
But if they put to Sea, too late they find 
Their Sail unequal for a fiercer Wind. 
Hopeleſs they're with impetnous Fury born, 
Splic on the Rocks, or with the Tempeſt torn. 
Thus meaner Fortunes Vertue moſt befriend, 
Giving what's fit,and more would but offend. 
Here we our Innocence can beſt enſure, 

And that's the happyſt State,that's moſt ſecure, 
If now to Heav'n's ſo difficult the Road, 


What mult ic be with Wealth's incumbring 
Load? © 
Do my Endeavours now ſucceed fo well, 


And all Temptations with ſuch eaſe repell, 


That my Ambition any harder 'T ask % 
Should crave, and for: Herculean Labours ask, h. 3 bh 
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That I with Care and Tail ſhould purchaſe Foes 
And ſeck the Place that thickeſt dangers ſhews. 
Are thoſe I cannot ſhun fo few or flighe, 

That fond of Rain I would more invite ? 

This were to raviſh Death ir ſelf, and ſcale 

The Garey of Hell, leſt milder Arcs ſhould fail 
I'm born for Heay' n, and ſhall I chuſz to ſtray, 
And ſhun the  plaineſt and the ſafeſt way, 
ThatT a Tonger Journey may endure 

rgre- Roads more troubleſome, and - leb 


ecure? 7 
Still meanerFortunes ate the {ſafeſt found, 


Free from theSnares which Weaith and Pomp 
rround. 
The howftfe ground needs buta ſmall defence, 


We ovght to dread the rifing Eminence, 
Where Sin does it's victorious Forces poſt, 
And dying Souls are in ſach numbers lolt. 
Numbers, that give malicious Hell ſuch joy, . 
Thar glut theGrave,and greedy Death ofer cloy. 
The greateſt danger cthatimy fearſhouid move, 
Is, __ the World y—_ too obliging ae 


em tplendid Drefs invete:my pickling _ 
ut 
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But-when ſhe frowns, her Charm are loſt,pnlefs 
We'ce fond of Miſery, and court Diſtrels. 

The Worlds unkindneſs may abate our love, 
Teach us to ſe&k for Happinets above. 

Make us for high Eternal Joys enquire, 

And ſeek for Heav'n with more inflam'd defire. 
For ſtill our wiſhes aſter Home and Reft, 

Are by the badneſs of their way increalt. 


Tis then from disbelief, and want of love 
To God; and thoſe pure Joys prepart above. 
That in the meaneſt State we can't rejoice, 
And make tiot humble Poverty our Choice. 
That Wealth 4nd Greatneb we 16 lictle dread, 
Sought by the Living, curſt fo by the Dead. 
Bleft with the hopes of Heav'n tho I've nomore, 
'Tis Acheiſm to complain my Fortune's poor. 
The Man rich wich theſe hopes may well im- 

ploy 
His ſaddeſt Hours in calm Delights and Joy. | 


Who when a few ſhort Hours are paſt, wilt 
know 

What Heav'n to make Men happy can beff&y, 

For ever bleft, if God can make them ſo. _ 

May 
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May I have theſe tranſporting hopes of Heav's, 
And let me know that Happineſs when given ; 
711 praiſe Heav'ns Goodneſs, tho oppreſt I ly 
Wich what miſtaken Men call'/Miſery. 
Why ſhould I grieve for what I fuffer here ? 
Alt cheſe flight Troubles ſoon will diſappear; 
And what is not Eternal, is below my Fear. . } 


The Safcty of a low State.. 


Tranſated out of Seneca's Agamem- 
non, Chor. Argivarum., 


By the ſame Hand. 


He treach'rous Fortune of a. Royal Crown, 
Places what ever's rich and great, 
On a ſteep and ſlippery Seat, 
Whence with an caſy Blaſt all ramble down; 


Proud 
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Proud Scepters can't command ſoft Peace and 
Reſt, | 
Nor chaſe uneaſy Fears away ; 


_ They know no fafe and happy Day, 
But endleſs Cares their Greatneſs ſtil! moleſt. 


The Lybian Sea not with ſuch Fury raves, 
When heap'd up by rough Winds, the Sand 
Does in high cottrin g Mountains ſtand, 

And interrupts the loud impetuous Wares, 

Euxinms neighbor to the ſnowy Pole, —— 
Where the bright Carman, by the Main 
Untoucht, drives round his ſhining Wain, 

Can't with ſuch force his troubled Waters roll, 


As whenKings fall,turn'd round by rapid Fate, 
Kings, whoſe defirs is co appcar 
Awfu), to move their Subjedts fear, 
Which Fear does in themſelves the like create. 
The Night, to hide 'em ſafe docs DerkneS want, 
Soft ſleep, by which a troubled Breaſt 
Is 100s'd, and lies diſſolv'd in Reit, 
Can't charm the reſtleſs Cares that Princes haunt, 


I 
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The Men that born by too kind Fortune riſe, 
Soon ſink and fall down from their height, 
Preſt by their own unequal weight, 
Which,thoſe that envy'd,now as much deſpilc, 
Great Fortunes can't their own vaſt Burdenbear; 
So the ſwift Ships expanded Sails 
Swoln out with too indulgent Gales, 


The Winds, they wilh'd before, begin to icar. 


So a proud Tow'; thruſts his aſpiring Head 
Among the flying Clouds, but finds 
The uneaſy neighbourhood of Winds 
And Thunder-claps, that arg around him bred. 
So the rude Storms that ſhake the bending Wood, 
Deſign an envious facal ſtroke, 
To the ancient, well ſpread Oak, 


The Grove's Defence and Glory while it ſtood. 


Iligh Hills the*faireſt mark for Thunder ſtand; 
Great Bodies are but ſeldom fonnd, 
Such have' moſt room to take a Word ; 
Andche far Deer invites the Huntei's hand. 
What 


: 
| —_— 
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What whifling Fortune does this day advance, 
t, "Fe throws down with a greatet fall ; 
Eſtates that are but low and ſmall, 
Laſt a long quiet Age, ſecure from Chance. 


He's only happy, that of meaner rank 
Does not his humble Stare reſent, 
: Bue with his Fortune ſtill content, 
With a ſafe Wind Sails by the neighb/rng bank, 
Whoſe wary Boat that dares not truſt her Oar 
To the rough uſage of the Wind, 
And the wide Ocean leldom kind, 


| Keeps ſtill in proſpeet of the ſafer Shore. 


at | Z Right 
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RIGHT ZEAL 


———— 


7 By the ſame Hand, 


—— 


Ure there'sa Zeal that's born of heav'nly Race, 
t_/ WholeLineage in itsAſpeRts you may trace; 
The generous Fervour and admir'd Degree 
Ot a viRorious, healthful Piety. 

This quickens Souls grown ſtupid, and imparts 
An ative Ferment to devonter Hearts. 

'Tis this invigorates decaying Grace, 

And ſheds freſh Beaucy on it's ſickly Face. 

It works not out in Froth, nor will it vent 

In angry Heats ics inward Diſcontent. 

Nor, for a Trifle, will to Blood contend, 

Nor all icWarmth in Noiſe and Cenſures ſpend. 
But meek and gentle as the Sacred Dove, 

*T will on the Soul in kindly Breathings move. 
It ſmooths rough Nature, ſweetens eagerBlood, 
Expels the vicious part, and faves the good. 

Its heav'nly Birth and Nature it will prove, 

By univerſal Charity and Love, 
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It will ſo widen a contracted Mind 

To the ſtrait Compaſs of a Set confin'd, 

It ſhall embrace thoſe of a different Name, 
And find ev'n for their Enemies a Flame. 

'Twill pity ſmaller Faults, and choſe chat flray 
Reduce with peaceful Methods to their way : 

It deals not Blows and D:ath about on thoſe, 
Whoſe Errors ſome lels uſeful Truth oppole; 
Nor do's with Sword and Fire the Stubborn tame, 
It uſes none but its own harml-{s Flame. 

In Reformations 'twiil ſome Faults endure, 
And not encreaſe the Wounds it iceks to cure. 
Ie ſtickles moſt on Love's and Mzrcy's fide, 
And checks the Heat and outrages of Pride, 
'Twill ſhed ics own, not others Blood to gain 
The Peace it ſeeks, and murual Love maintain. 
This Zeal has always moſt Impatience ſhown, 
Where ourLord's Honour's injur'd,not our own : 
Unaskt it can forgive an Injury, 

Sill love the Author, and his Rags dety. V7 


Without this Zeal how meanly Grace ap92ar:, 
See what a ſick confunprive Face ix. wea! > ! 
F ics 
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Ir's Beauty faded, and its Vigour loft 

It ſeems departed Virtue's meagre Ghoſt, 
Only this Zeal its Ruins can repair, 

And render its Complexion freſh and fair. 


Such Courage ſprings from this more active 
Grace, 


As can the various Shapes of Terrotr face ; 

It makes us gladly take the Martyr's Crown, 

And meet the Flames, with greater of our own. 

No Straits, no Death it formidable thinks, 

Bencath whoſe force a ſickly Virtue finks: 

Ir gives the Soul the quickeſt, deepeſt Senſe 

Of unſeen Worlds, creates ſach diligence, 

As cheerfully diſpatches all the Tasks 

That Heay'n preſcribes, or our own ſafety asks. 

This Zeal is wary, not enflam'd by Pride, 

And walks not, but with Knowledge for its guide ; 

Nor will too haſtily Advance, bue ſtay 

To take Advice and Reaſon in its way. 

When it grows hat, 'tis always certain to0, 

And will its doubting Thoughts as calmly ſhew, 
teſt heavinly Zeal! how ſpiritful and fair 

Thoſe Souls that igel its Influence, appear ! 

How 
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How much fuch Godlike Hero's us condemn, 
Whom they excel, as much as Angels, them. 
Let me this ernly noble Zeal attain, 


And thoſe that ſeek 'em, Wealth and Honour 
gain. 
My Portion's then fo great, not all the ſtore 


Of worldly Treaſures can ennch me more. 


——— —m_—— 
| — 


TEMPTATIONS. 


By the ſame Hand, 


Las, I walk not out, but ſtill I meet 

Paths too perplex'd for my unwary Feet. 
At my return the calm and even Mind 
I carry'd forth, all dikcompos'd L:find; 
My weak Devotions ſlacker'd and unbent, 
And Paflions loog'd grow loud and turbulznt. 
My ruffled Mind with Sorrow feeks in vain 
To rank and ſui its diſplac'd Thoughts again: 
My careful Steps noplace fecurcly tread, 


Thick Snares over all th' enchanted Ground 2re 
fpread, I 4 The 
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The ſmalleſt Inadvertencies expoſe 
Unguarded Virtue to our watchful Foes. 
Satan rejoyces (it his Hell has Joy) 

That,loſt himſelf, He can Mankind deſtroy. 
Rav'nous as Lyons are, and ſtrong as they, 

He does on Souls, as thoſe on Bodies prey. 

He much to's Skill, more to fall'n Nature truſts, 
And brings Temptations ſuited to our Luſts; 
Temptations brings of Circe's Syren-Brood, 

By feeble Reſolutions not withſtood, ; 
Nor vanquiſh'd by faint Wiſhes to be good. 


Here ſome great Man's diſpleaſure over aws 
Our fears of Sin ; there carnal Pleaſure draws. 
In an alluring Dreſs it courts the Senſe, 

Whilſt yielding Nature faint Reſiſtance makes, 
At laſt o'er come, gives up her Innocence, 
And,in exchange, Sin and Heav'ns anger takes. 
Somerimes a deadly. Perſecutors hate 

Will damp our Zeal, and Love to God abate; 
Sometimes the envious Scorn on Virtue thrown, 
Aid the diſgrace of being good Alone. 

But afcer the attractive baits of Sin, 


Call up the ſecret Sparks of Luſt within ; 
Which 


| 


| 
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Which taking fire burſt out into a Flame, 
Which our diſabled Reaſon cannot tame, 
Thoſe Purpoſes ſmall Oppoſition make, 


That once wethought no charms,no force could 
ſhake, 


But leave us to the power of Luſtful Fires, 
And the wild Guidance of unclean Deſires. 
But ah ! what After-pangs will This create, 
When ſober Thoughts the ſinful AR debate 2 


What guilty Bluſhes wounded Conſcience wears 
See how it ſtares laſh'd with its ſecret Fears ? 
Te flies from Heav'n, the thoughts of God afright 
My troubled Soul, beforc, irs chief Delight. 


Heav'ns frown blaſts all my Joys; tormenting 
Fears, 


The ſecret Stings of Conſcience,Sighs, & Tearsy 
Is all the fad Reward paſt Sins afford, 
For theſe I'm by my ſelf, and God abhor'd. 


When Love would riſe to Heavin with freth 
Delight, 


Conſcience ſuggeſts my Guilt, and ſays irs flight : 
How dear a Moment's ſinful Pleaſures coſt, 
God's Fayour more than Life, I've tor it lolt. 


ns 
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One Sin can all my ancient Doubts reſtore, -- 
Makes me ſuſpe& the Conqueſts got before ; 
Makes me ſuſpend the Hopes ofheav'nly Blifs, 
And Tyrants ner found Torment,like to this, 
Tt makes me queſtion all my Deeds, debate 
The future ſafety of my doubtful Stats. + 
It ſtrangely can undo what's paſt, deftroy 
My preſent, and revoke my former Joy. 
It ſhews old Sins to wound me with their view, 
And the ſad Penitenrial Scene renew. 
What ſpreading Miſchief is in Sin conceal'd ! 
By Manbeliev'd not, *cill too late reveald, 
Fool that T am ſuch Torments to create, 
And buy Repentance at ſo dear a rate. 
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| Upon 4a moſt Virtuous and Accom- 
' | pliſÞd Young Gentleman, Who 
Died of the Small-Pox, 


By S. H. E/q;. 


T. 


F our - I Friends ill Truths we may noc 
te 


Such ſpotles Honour in the Grave ſhould dwell, 
Yet more a breach of Charity it ſeems 
To hide thelr Virtues,thentoſpeak their Crimes; 
How loudly then His worth ſhould be proclairy'd 
Whom ev'ry Virtue grac4d, and not one Vicz 
defamf. 

His Merits gain'd a CharaQer fo high, 
As Exvy could not blaft, nor Pride deny ; 
Above diſguiſe He ſeorn'd all varnifh'd Arts, 
And with Inberent Honour conquer'd Hearts. 
His ARions generous all, and {quar'd by Truts; 


With Age's Prudence blefd, in the gay Bloom 
| of Youth. 2: Gen. 
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3. 
Gentle, offenceleſs, fo averſe to wrong, 
Obliging ſweetneſs dwelt upon his Tongue, 
With Nature's richeſt Gifts fo deck'd within, 
That Pride in him had ſcarce been judg'd a Sin; 
His ready Wit no ſtop or bounds could know, 


But, like a gen'rous Spring, did clear and con 
ſtant flow. 


4 
Not in his Grave more quiet can he find, 

Than always lodg'd in hisunvary'd mind; 

A Mind fit only for the Bleſs'd above, 

The Seat of Friendſhip,and the Throne of Love' 

1 Heaven what matchleſs Glory has he gain'd, 


To bring from Earth a Soul by ſuch an Ape 
uuſtain'd, 


5+ | 
The Hand of Fate ſeems partial to deſtroy; 
Fond of the Happy, to the Wretched Coy: 
In plenty round him Fortune's Bleflings lay, 
Which juſt attain'd,Fate ſummon'd him away. 


S0 parts the Shipwreck'd Merchant from his 


Gain, 


And (ſinking) fees his Wealth Float round him 
on the Main: 6, No 


1; 
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No Humane kill the deſtin'd Hour could ſtay, 


And hovering Death was pleasd with ſuch a 
Prey ; 


Which to ſecure beyond the help of Att 
In every Pore he ſtruck a Fatal Darr. 
The Vicious Life an eaſy Conquelt lies, 


But Fate's whole power invades, when facred 
Virtue dies. 


To 
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Toa LADY, 


Qpon the X, Commandments cut by 
Her ou W hate-Paper, and Preſent- 
ed to S. John's College in Oxford, | 


He curiousWonders we preſerve withCars, 
That the fair Hands of Cloyſter'd Nun 
prepare ; 
Who ſtrive,poor Ladies ! with a fruitlefs Toil 
A miſerable Solitude to beguile : 
Promoting what they co themſelves deny, 
They Pride and Luxury to Mankind ſupply ; 
But in your Piece this Excellence we find, 
An Entertainment for the Eye, and ind. 
A Sov'reign Judgment form'd the firſt Deſign 
So well the Matter and the Art combine ! 
No other Lines cou'd merit fo much Art, 
No «ther Hand an equal Skill impart. 


TheMaſters ſee ir, and their Plates difown, 


Aſham'd of the rude Scratches they have ay 
6 


Is 
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The Printer boaſts no more his Works do live, 
And Sybil's Leaves, and ancient Bark ſurvive : 
But owns, that Art the longer Date deſerves, 
Which Things in faireſt Characters preſerves ; 
At leaſt, if we no more Pretenſions name, 
The Awtheor may a juſt Precedence claim; 
Blind Chance did His on the dull Soldier throw, 
Another Palace kindly this be{ow. 


Were all the holy Books tranſcrib'd anew, 
And in ſuch beauteous Letters dreſs'd by Tus; 
We otight the Fewiſh Rev'rence to retain, 

And inſtitute new Maſorites again. 

Our Tongue beneath that Sacred Charadter, 
Wau'd of Divine Original appear : 

And, what in Theirs was but a vain Pretencz, 
Each Letter carry mighty Conſequence : 

And 01::. how fit wopld that fair Manſion prove 
For th' ever-bleſt, and the Eternal Dove! 

Th' officious Painter on the Altar draws 
In Golden Characters theſe Sacred Laws, 

But 'ris.the Gold commends the frokes he mates, 


His work a borrow'd YValze from it. takes; 
Th 
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While wiſely Tos ſuch flight Materials chuſe, 
And folid Worth by acc'rate Art infuſe ; 
Your Piece no glictering Advantage needs, 
Whoſe Value from the curiow Work proceeds : 
Yet by this Piece is repreſented beſt 

Th' unſpotted Image ſeated in your Breaſt ; 

As Poets, labo'ring beſt their Senſe expreſs, 
Betray thoſe Paflions which their Souls poſſeſs, 
Juſt ſuch your Writ appears, fo heavenly fair 
The Angels Hand did ſcarce a fairer bear. 

We only fear leaſt Thoſe who come to ſee 
Should, unawares, commit 1do/atry. 


The Holy Place a folemn Rev'rence fills, 
And deeper Awe, which this new GueFf inſtils l 
Thar hence we may but juſt Credential; call, 
To vouch the San&tion of th, Original : 

And might the Tables by thoſe Fingers writ, 
Into the Holy of Holyeſts admit. 


Hymn 


(129) 
H-- Y M N: 


Veni Creator Spititus. 


——— 


Englibt by M;. 5. Wright, 


7. 
Pproach Celeſtial Dove, 
Eternal Purity and Love, 
And where at firſt you did diſpence 
A Being; Life; and Sence, 
In the ſame Breaſts now place 
The very Soul of Life, Supernal Grace 
HL 
Thou Spring of Joy ſtill growing, 
Founrain of Comfort ever flowing, 
Thou greateſt Gift of the moſt Gteat, 
Thiou Charity compleat; 
: UnGion Divine that brings 


The SatiRtiry of Prieſts, Grandeur bf Kings. ; 
| K Thiodf 
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J 
Thoy&renfglg Ror, | | 
Of all that's Good, thou great Tranfaor, 
Thay prpmis'd Gifc irgm Heayga {nt 
When tom us Heaven went, 
Thou God of Eloquence 
That ſpeakſtto th Intelle& before the Sence. 


4. 
Hither dire& thy Ray, 
Thou Glorious Sun of laſting Day, 
And from that Sacred Heat inflame 
A Paffion for thy Name ; 
So all our preſent Want 
Will be ſupply'd by that Celeſtial Grant. 


Far, far, from us ſolace 
Th' Immortal Enemy of Grace; 
And in all Hazards let us, find; 
Thy Peace, the Peace of Mind : 
We ask no more reward, 
Thou being thusour ConduR and and Guaw 


6. Trig... 


C x32. 
6. 
\Tfug Yak on ys veſt FI 

The Father-Deity to know ; | 


And teach us by thy Infpiratiori, 
God the. dowwy Incarnanon, | 


Inform us then aright 
How you 4 ans tothem, yet alt ynice 


han 
ory 


Frerfial Ott United Three, 
To you belongs all Majeſty ; 
All Power, and all Dominion's due 

To you, and only yout' 

All Glory, then, all Praiſe Divine 
United Three, Ewernal Ong; he-chine. 


(.132' 


JEPTHAs VYOW. 


———_—— ah 
” 


The ARGUMENT. 


Jeptha having raſbly Vow'd ('if be ſucceeded in by 
Expedition againit the Amonites)) to offer uy 
in Sacrifice the Fir#t that ſhould meet him from 

| bis own Houſe ; He retwrns Viftorious : The faf 

| that comes forth to welcome his Triumph, is bu 
only Daughter, whom he Sacrifices according | | 
to bs Vow. 6 IL-1 Te 2g 


*C ”- 
— 


x N. Tate: 


— 


Efore the Altar the devoted Maid 
(Wich Garlands crown'd and in whit] | 
Robes array'd ) 
Appears all Mild, to yield her deſtin'd Lite, } 
| And waiting the flow Sacrificer's Knife. 
| A Virgin Bluſh her Aſpe& purpled o'er, 
As young, and ne'er beheld by Crowds betore) 
FS, Tincture Crimfon'd Alablaſter ſhows, 
Or Lillies ſhaded by a neighb'ring Roſe.) 


Ye 


(133) 
Yet gen'rous' Reſolution do's diſplay, 
That with hier: Modeſty bears cqtial Sway. 
| She, only ſhe, ippears 'without firptize, 
-— | And _ the weeping Crowt with cheerful 
OO 

Some call to:mind the publick Service done, 
And Battle lately-by her Father won; 
His Blood's Expernice in Field:co-ſave the State, 
And with it the unhappy Victor's: Fare. *\ 
Of Age's laſt Reſerve and. Hopes bereft, \ 
bm | His ancient Houſe and'Finezee Heirlefs left. 


TJ 3 


The Younger for thew ailher bleewing oat ; 
And grutch ſq fair a Prize to Dearh's cold Arms 
TheNymph for whom the noblelt Youths bad 


pin' 


A Booty to the Thanklef Grave aftign'd: 


For wr (as Chance wou'd play «he na 
art, 


And fret cheir Woyngs wich: freſh Suva of 


ſmart ) 
Thoſe Beauties N ature had before conferr « 
Sublim'd and to Klvantags all appear'd ; 
its Grief was now to Conſternation turn [8 
hey now Mourn ſilent; as before,they, byrn' d. 
K 4 Of 


nite 


ore) 
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Of this the. Virgia do's Advantage take, 
And hes afflited Father thus belpake + | 
To Ammort's Court, Grest Sir, theſe Plaonts rem ; L 
Theſe Plaints are only for the vangyiſty fit 
My ſelf to Death's cold Arms I freely give, 
White you 16 ſhield owr Stare and Aturs lor, 
You Rate pay wſehfs Life aut Price pos: high 
To meke tbe yours, nd [{adl's Hallami Dye ! 
More than my' Merd's of my Hopes caudd claws, 
To purchaſe with fex/' Years. bnmartal Fame, 
With Comfort te your Palaces Six, regain 
To cherriſh Her Fhat' s now your only Care : 
My rendbr Mother”: Sorrow to afſwage : 
For only Tou can "thick the Tyrant” s Rage. 
Birpet your Worrbt:| Daughter, and ſurvive 
' By yout Example to keep Hr. Alboe. 
Yan eh4 i2/gu your Lawrel to rhe The, © 
And Conquer 4 Ammon Triumpbs 5 in Jour Wee. 
Or have jou lawiſh'd' at Jour Love 4Way, TT 


On my pat Years — —_—, 
ReſervJ'no Kindneſ for my lah f Do EF 

If my pait Lift did 208 mn ought offend, LY | 
Þ 1 Death at leaft t W0y 1 my, Faul; ; amend, : 2 
ted to the Shades a a gale # Seul 4 ſcend. '0 
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O Torture (the diſtracted Father crys, 
Wich Arms extended and uplifted Fycs ) 
Too much, ye conſcioms Skies, for Man to bear ! 
For This is Torment that exceeds deſpair. 


The weeping Crowd aronnd he then fur- 
veyd, 


0 if the Daath of 1his Ihuſtrious Maid 
You wretched multy; btr Dearh you oily ſee, 
What muſt the Murtherev bir Fathey be 7 
In Innocence your Serrow finds Rolief ; 

I bear the double Load of Guilt and Grief. 
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Worldly Greatneſs, 


By Mr. Ezr. Simſon. 


LR — — — 
, = 


Hat's worldly Empice, Pomp & Pow'!? 
/ The Pagear-Triamph of an Hour. 
| Or if the Courteſy of Fate: .,;... 
| Prolong the Scene an Age's Date, 
| 'Tis all that Fortune can beſtow ; 
| And if for Life:s time laſts the Show, 
Not to a Minute *twill amount 
In vaſt Ecernity's Account. 
Were Heav'n ſo pleasd, one Monarch may } 
Arrive to univerſal Sway 3 
Mankind: in fole Subje&ion have, 
Yer to his Paſſions be a Slave. 
Fheir {i ſtronger Forces ſhall inveſt 
Alarm » Aſſault, and Storm his Breſt, 
And with the Havock there they make, 
Keep Hjm, as He the World, dwake. 
H U- 
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_—_— 


By the ſame Ah 


—_ 


Uch injur'd Grace, for _ Mild, 
Meanefs of Spirit Tho art ſtild : 
Thus fenſlefs Mortals Thee defame, 
Who doſt with Heav'n Alliance claim : 
'Tis Thou-alone that doſt infpire 
The Greatneſs that brave Souls: Admire. 
The proudeſt Heroes of che Field 
To Thee the Prize of Fame muſt yield, 
To Thee belongs the firſt Renown, 
Thou only can'ft the Glory own 
To Triumph'oer Fate's outmoſt Force, 
And Steer in $torms a ſteddy Courſe, 
When Fortunatempts with flauicing Wiley, 
Thou only canſt-cefiſt her Smiles; 
And when her augry Tempeſts riſe, 
Thou only canſt her Frowns deſpiſe, 
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On th Dhy bf Midghent i 


By th&E. if Roſtotfimon, 


He Day of Wrath, that dreadful Day, 
That ſhall the World in Aſhes lay, 
'Tis coming-——will not, cannat ſtay. 


The Laſt loud /Trumpet's wondrous "Iv 
Shall through the-cleaving Graves rebound, 
And Wake the Nations ander Groutd, 


Nature and Death ſhall, with ſuppriſe, 
Behold the conſciqus Wretches riſe, 
And view their Judge with frighted Eyes. 


Then fhally with aniverfal Drad; 
The facred: Myftick Rolls be-read, 
To try the Living and the Dead. 


The Judge aſcends his iwful Throne : 
But when he makes all Secrets known, 


How will a Guilty Face be ſhown ? 
: What 


| 
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What Inergeſlor fhall I cake, 

To ſave my laſt jniporeant ſtake ; 

When the moſt Juit hari cauſe to quake ? 


Thou mighty Fortnidable King, 
Mercy and Truthseternal Spring, 
Some Chatizable: Bity bring. 


Forget notwhat my Ranſom: coſt ; 
Nor let my dear beughe 20ul be loft 
In ſtorms of guilry' Terror toſt, 


Thou who for me haſt felt ſuch Pain, 
Whoſe precibus Blood the Croſs did tain ; 
Let not (by Birth atid' Death be Vain. 

Thou whom averiging Powers obey, 
Remit)befor&the Reckoning Day, 

The Debt which I can never pay. 


Surrounded with\amazing'Fears, 
Whoſe Load my*Soul with Anguiftt bears, 
I ſigh, I weep ; . Accept'my Tears: 


Than 


— -- _ < 


© ——_— 


( 149. ) 
Thou who waſt mov'd with Aery's Grief, 

And by Abſolving of the Thief": - © 

Haſt given me Hopes, oh: give vie relief. 


Oh! let thy Blood my Crimes deface, 
And fix me with thoſe Heirs of Grate _ | 
Whom Thou on thy Right»ltand ſhalt place. 


From that Porteatuous vaſt.Abyts, 
Where Flames devour, and: Serpents hifs, 
Call me to thy Eternal Bliſh,/;,... | 


Proſtrate, my.contrite Hgart I rend ; 
My God, my Father, and my Friend, 
Do nox forſake mg, in my.end,.. 


When Juſtice. ſhalk her Sword unſkeagh, 
How will they.Curſe their ſecond Breath, ::.- 
Who riſe to a ſeverex Death 7 ./- :-- T «47 


Great God of Meries pitty take. 
On Souls thos did;} Immortal meke, oF 
Nor let their State be that of Wie, - (LA 
Which mu#t, if Once, be ever fo. 
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I. Of the Lord's-Supper. 
IT. Of the Spiritual Wars-fare. 
ITI. Of Religion. 


IV. Of Vice. 
V. A Reprobate on lus Death-Bed. 


VI. A Saint on his Death-Bed. 


EA 


MEDITATION L 
OF THE 
LORDSSUPPER, 


Leſſed Saviour ! Was it not enough 

for Thee to Dye for us,without be- 

queathing thefe Remembrances of thy 

Death? O unſpeakable Love! both in 

purchaſing our Redemption, and provid- 

ing theſe Opportunities of Sealing the Co- 
venant. 

Shall we then abſent onr ſelves, when 
the Majeſty of Heaven invites us? When 
he has furniſhed his Table with the Bread 
of Lite and Cup of Salvation. Are we 
not honoured in being Gueſts at a Ban- 
quet where Angels are Attendants ? Shall 
we not gladly wait on the Almighty as 
Favourites, when he might Summon us 
as Rebels? Shall the Guilty flight a Par- 
don that coſt the Innocent fo Dear ? 
EL z Shall 


(2) 
Shall the Sons of Men deſpiſe that Grace, 
tor whole Purchaſe the Son of God 
was content to dye? Shall Paradiſe be 
{et open, and we continue in the vale of 
Mifery ? 

O Stupid Souls! whom neither Heaven 
can invite, nor Hell can terrify. Are we 
in {ſuch haſte for Damnation, that we 
cannot ſtop to ask our ſelves two ſhort 
Queſtions. How ſhall we dwell with ever- 
laiting Burnings ?* And how eſcape them if 
we weglect [ſo great Salvation ? 


M E- 


(3/ 
MEDITATION IL 
OF THE 


Spiritual WAR-FAR E 


Epheſ. 6. from v. 10. to 19. 


Hole Armour of God: Helmet of 
Salvation : Breait- Plate of Righ- 
reouſneſs: Shield of Faith : Sword of the 
Spirit : Watching, Wreſtling, againit Prin- 
cripalities, Powers, Rulers of Darkneſs, 
Wiles of the Devil : Fiery Darts of thy 
Wicked, &C. 

What? All this Preparation for Chri- 
ſtianity, Theſe Enemies to be encoun- 
ter'd, and yet the Scrvice caſy ? 

Yes. For the Chriſtian engages on 
the {trongeſt, as well as the noblelt Side, 
Great and Formidable are his Antago- 
niſts; but his Affiſtance Almighty. 

Can we think of a Church 1{/itant 
without Ware-fare ; Can we pretend to 
War-ftare without Diſcipline ! Can we 
hope for 'Triumpli without Victory ? 
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Victory without Fighting? Succels in 

"_ without Reſolution? Can we ex- 

pect no Hardſhip in following the Cap- 

tain of our Salvation, who was made 
perfe& by Sufferings ? 

'Tis"ſufficient that our. Service under 
Hint is-leſs toilſome*than in the Tents of 
Wickedneſs. Our preſent Condition 
more Comfortable, . and the difference 
of Reward unſpeakable : For the- Wages 
of* Sin 'are Death; But the Gift of God 
eternal Life. | 
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MEDITATION II. - 


OF 
HE commands us only to do ſuch 
things as weſhall never repent of hav- 
one them. Nay, the Remembrance 
of having done them, will afford us per- 
petual Pleaſure. *T will give us fatisfaQti- 
on within our Selves, and Confidence be- 
fore Men andAngels.” I will embolden us 
to converſe with Solitude and Darkneſs ; 
"Twill heighten our Complacency in 
Company, & entertain us in Retirement, 
What 1s Religion bur our reaſonable 
Service. She makes fnothing our Duty 
but what is our Benefit. - If- ſhe com- 
mands us to be Humble, *tis to gain us 
that reſpe&t which the Proud Man can» 
not meet withal. In requiring our Pati- 
ence under Sulterings, ſhe preſcribes the 
beſt means of making them eaty. In o&- 
lidging us to be Liberal and Charitable. 
| Sic 
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She teaches us the beſt vis improving 


our es» 7AFat-is ik but be- 
ing Induſtrious for our ow P Vis 
gi ancy, but looking carefully to our own 

fety? In making us juſt in our Dealing, 
She-mgkes us what: we are ambitious to 
be rgputed : In Obhging vs to be Frugal, 
Chaſteand Temperate, ſhe only enjoins 
us to take carc of our Health, Eſtate and 
Reputation. To forgiving our Enemies 
ſhe teaches us the nobleſt way ef Tr 
umphing-over them. What is Mortify-. 
ing our Luſts,but dilarming of dangerous 
Inmates?: The ſubduing of our Faffions 
but reſcuing our ſelves out of Ty rants 
Hands? The Governing our Appetites 
but keeping our Slaves from aſpiring to 
be-our Maſters ? | 
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6-1 0 F 12 | 
"Here are no: ſuch Cheats 'in the 
World as Vice and Sin; they fet 
out witly us as pleaſanr Companions, till 
having got us into a Wilderneſs, they 
diſcover themſelves to be Robbers and 
Murderers. We may regret the Diſcipline 
of our Father's Houle, and Sally with the 
Prodigal into fatal Liberty. We may 
Riot in Luxury till we are reduc'd to 
Husks. 

Every Suffering for Virtue has Reſerves 
of Comfort: In ſuffering by Vice, we 
are not only Miſerable but deſerving ſo 
to be.. 

O difmal Contemplation, of having 
ruin'd our ſelves to gratify our Enemies ! 
of having enllaved our ſelves to Sin, and 
drudg'd tor Damnation! Of having ſpent 
our Lives in doing what we ſhall for 

ever 
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ever wiſh Undone ! Of exchanging the 
Tranguitey of qurMinds for —_ 
of Conſcience, and expeQation of Pu- 
niſhment! | 

This is the true Complexion of Vice, 
under all it's Varniſh. In; this hideous 
Aſpe& the will one Day preſent her 1elf 
to our diftracted Souls. O woful Bargain, 
whoſe beſt effeft is bitter Repentance. 
This is the beſt of it, and if it comes not 
to This,the Fountains of Grace are {cad 
up, and the Gates of Mercy for ever {hut 
againſt us. | 
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MEDITATION: y. 


PROVE. 


ON HIS 


Death- eb. 


Hyſicians ſhake theirHeads; Friends 
and Kindred Mourn about him, 
The wretched Paticar feels himſelf under 
the Arreſt of Death. His amaz'd Soul 
finds her ſelf on the Confines of Eternity, 
What can ſhe do? If ſhe looks back ups 
on the World, and what is dear to her 
therein, of Them ſheis taking leave. If 
lhe looks upward, ſhe perceives Heaven 
ſhut againlt her. If ſhe caſt her Eyes 
downward, the ſees Hel open to receive 
her. 7 Conſcience preſents her a Catalo- 
gue of her Crimes: The Meſſengers of 
Darkneſs are Come to hurry her to Tor» 
ture, 
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ture. Where are wt he Companions of 


her Mi Rs gither.abſent 
themfel ot - er with their 
Preſence. Alaſs! -—w Relief to be ex- 
w'1 from Partners in Guilt, when 
ETA Catike) Yor 

eF Vongeabce fares 
thee in the Face, and thou wouldſt now 
Repent---that is,amend thy Life when 'tis 
at anEnd. Odark and doubttul Hope of 


Grace Mo yes. to Wlit us 


on oug* rough our 


whole Time of Life we have driven 
them from our Door. 
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S A L N , 


Death-G ed. 


H' is going to Dye, but knows that 
tus Redeemer ,Lives. He langur- 
es, but the Senſe of his Weakneſs adds 
ftrength to his Faith. He 1s not much 
concern'd at leaving a World where he 
was but a Sojourner. He parts with it 
fairly, and goes off with Reputation. 
His Repentance 1 in Sickneſs 1s accepted ; 
for he prattic'd it in Health: It has al- 
ways beea voluntary, wherefore he 
knows it now to be {incere, He's con- 
find to his Bed; but his Heart is-at the 
Sanctuary, Being now diſabled from 
going thuther, the Divige Preſence viſits 
him : 
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him. Hitherto his _—_— was Hope; 
*tis now Aſſurance:; His Days of Life are 
over, ſo are his Dangers. Good Angels 
that accompany'd_ his Pilgrimage, will 
not part with him ſo near Home. 

O happy Condition! whgn Labour 
ends, and Reward begins. When Re- 
ward begins that never ſhall end, Na- 
ture claims her Debt, and he chearfully 
pays it: Heputs of Fleſh to be inveſted 
with Glery : He has a Fore-taite of Bliſs 
on this ſide the Grave. The. Gates of 
Death, while opening to receive him , 
give him a Proſpeft of Paradiſe. His 

iſſolution is Deliverance, He expires 
into Life, and dies into Impmortabity: 


